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ADVERTISEMENT. 

It may be neeeBkry to apologize for the delay 

wUeh has retarded the appearance of my Poems. 
1^ I caa allure the PuMic, the fault was not minej 

I* but proceeded emirely finom the tedioufnefs of Artifts^ 

y/fhom I employed in the little embelUfhrnents of my 

Fobiicadon, 

I It may alfo be proper to mention how it hap- 

I pens that a Dramatic Poem^ called Democratic 

Rage^ lately publifhed by me, is not included in 
this CoUcftion.^ — ^Moft part, if not the whole, of 
I the letter preis of thefe two volumes, was actually 

worked off, before that horrid event took place, on 
whkh the Pmbi called Democratic Ra^ was fovnded. 
But had the Poem ia queftiosi been written in 
time to find a jdace m my CoUeAion, I fhould not 
have.' is&rted it, as I did not think it fufficient. 
)y oorreQ* Moft of the preceding pieces have 
been hafiily wvitten^ bot they have not beea 



hahilj pubjiilicd ; I have kept ttiem hfnitii\inf''' 

years J fubmittedf them to the revifion ' and* ' d<ftl!bi^ ' ' * 

of piy fripnds ; and been ever more feady tb adopt • - 

the corrc^Vions and emendations of the candid aftd' ^ 

judicious than they were to propoft them. Demd-^-^^' 

cratic Rage was written and publlfhed/ on' fllfe ? 

fpur of the occafion, rather as a political patfrpTflef/^^ 

'»■''''■ ' ■ ■ ' . . . ■ - ,. 

than as a poetical produftion ; I* was confrioii BF'i 

its ^many faults and imperfieftions* ; I did not" thiiifc'^ 

It worth attention as a mere drama ; bik flattircd^- 

xnvfelf th^t it might haVe fome merit aiCid utifiih^, 1 

in the humbler charader of a pamphlet ; and "k^a'M^- 

duced to print it, by that motive atohe : tlie^i^uW^ 

lie, , however, has been pleafcd to ftaflfip a ^lue^ 
\ f ' i '"^ 'J' y '. ' " - ., * ' ' f.} • 

on my produi^ion, by a reception favotii'ablfe beyond -' . 
T>1 6g 'Jul , • • , . :: , 

my moft fanguine wiQies ; and I fhoiild ilOW, tniint 

it .nr^fuj?)ptuous to curtail, enlarge, or alter, iii' aliy 
(hapc, what has pleafed the reader in its prefent 
form. 

For the information of thofe, who may.wiih that 
the piece in quedion had been inferted in thefe 
volumes ; I muft beg leave to oblervc, that .a per- 
fon muft be void of feeling, who can behold with- 
out emotion the bufy fcene of the prefent hour : 
for me, the great and ftupendous events, the fud- 
den and unexpeAed vtcifStudes of fortune, and 
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th^fjf }glg^ apd * mes^licable reyolutionsf of opinion^ 
tliaJLuff^^B^tKLi^IIy pafs before our eyes^ in the ^loom "" 
^f '-^^^ 19^9^^ jpol^^'^s^ 1^^^ ^he monflrous pifltires/ 
ofjf^r ^Sffjj^ laotern> poiTefs my mind, with fucn 
ftrc^c^^preiEpps, that my belt refolutions are over- 
p<^fere4i^ and I feel myfelf irrefidibly hurried into 
th^j^f^ai^of verfi£cation. When I fet about pre- 
p^l^ng^^thjs Colleftjon for the prefs, it was my' 
fi^l^determinationy that it fhould contain, "with" 
^5bi§fi!^h ^^ ^*^ follies of my pen. I firidf,' t^at 
po^^;||:e^ ^3 ill able to maintain their determina-" 
ti5jfs^^.jjS]t^/^vcr? 5 and fhould I be emboldened to 
'Wlu^ybfi^^ fi;c?ption of thefe two volumes, f ani 
/^Bfrf^ ^hjn|;:, .-that I; ipay trefpafs on the notice of 
^fio?i?|^]jf(f i. 1^7 ? ,^^'^^ > ^^ which, my readers may 
hj^]jj§lu:g^^ that D;emocratic Rage will not'.be for- 



^:dj xlHw v:- ■ . . ,.^ ,, ., ., r 
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LYRIC POETHY. 



It is with fome diffidence thftt I tenture to exprefs iay difl^ fraai 
the opinkm of a writer, whofe fitccefs as a poet nraft add weight 
and influence to his fentimeots as a critic, I mean Mr. Maiba ; b«t 
faiie criticiims falling from men of high cfaara^ler hare a moft per* 
nicious eStCt^ particolariy with readers who feldom venture to think 
for tibemfeWes. Ailertions nfky be hazarded rafldy on the fpur of the 
occafion, even by the moft judicious ; and when we meet with any 
thing paradoxical, we fhonld not be deterred ^from etamining it, by the 
terrors of a great name, left we ihouid miftake unfounded aflumptiotis, 
for good arguments, and chimerical fpeculations, for firft principles. 

In the following paper I propofe to oflTer Ibme remarks, on an opi^ 
nion of Mr. Mason's refpe^ng lyric poetry, which ht has publiA^d 
in a note on Mr. Gray*s feyenth ode, in his edition of that author's 
wptks. 



The note to which I allude rims thus :— << This ode, to which in the 
** title I have giVen the epithet of irregular, is the only one of the kind 
' ** which Mr. Gray ever wrote, and its being written occalionally and 
** intended for mufic is a fufficicnt apology for the dcfcft. Exclufive of 
'* this, (or a defe£^ it certainly is, it appears to me, in point of lyrical 
'* arrangement and expreflion, to be equal to moft of hi? other odes. It 
** is remarkable that amongft the many irregular odes which have beei^ 
" written in our language, Dryden*s and Pope's on St. Cecilia's day arc 
•* the only ones that may properly be faid to have lived. The reafon 
"is, as I have hinted, that this mode of compofition is fo extremely 
** ealy, that it gives the reins to every kind of poetical licentioufnefs ^ 
" whereas the regular fucceflGon of ftrophe, antiftrophe, and epode, put 
** fo ftrong a curb on the wayward imagination, that when (he has 
•*once paced in it, (he fcldom choofes to fubmit to it a fecond time; 
** 'tis therefore greatly to be wiflied, that in ordcr^ to ftifle in their 
«* birth a quantity of compofitions which are at the fame time wild 
f* and jejune, reguUr odes, and thofe only, fiiould be cdeemed legiti- 
** mate amongft us." 

1 am not furprized that fi^ch a remark (hould fall frpm' one whb has 
written fo many regular odes ; the moft candid poet may feel his judg- 
ment in fome degree warped by his poetical ftudies ; we find Dryden, 
at one time, a champion for rhyming tragedies, at another recomnrend- 
ing alternate rhymes, as the moft eligible heroic meailire : &om the 
fame caufe, and perhaps with as much jufttce in both inftances, as Mr. 
Mafon ftickles for the regular ode. I muft own I was furprized to find 
the odes of Pope and Dryden on St. Cecilia's day dafled together, as if 
the two productions were bf equal merit ; indeed, I was furprized to 
hear Pope's ode mentioned, as a poem which may ftill be fayi to live. 

I am fomewhat at a lofs to determine whether Mr. M<?ibn, in the 
note in queftion, means by the term regular ode a poem which exhi- 
bits the regular fucceflion of ftrophe, antiftrophe and epode, or that 
merely which is confined to an uniform and regularly repeated ftanza. 
li we are to apply this denomination to poems of the firft clafs only, 
thenunflber of odes is butfmall, comparatively fpeaking, and of that 
number many are faint and weak, and many fleep ; . certainly, fuch of 
them as have ftood their ground are far inferior in number and merit 



to their irregular brethren. If we are to imdcrftand the term regular 
ode in the latter and more extenfivc fenfc, then it follows, that a tri- 
fling ballad or fong will be a regular ode, and pafs for fterling, becaufc 
of the uniform returning Aanza, while no regularity of .plan, no lyrif 
calarrangemtnt, or propriety of fentiment, will exempt from the 
charge of irregularity !an ode, which unluckily admits a variety of 
Hanza. 

The mere regular return of an uniform (lanza, if that flanza does 
not afford a cppious interchange of melodious founds, is not a work of 
much difficulty in the execution, or merit in the perufal ; neither can 
it be faid to impofe any very ftrong, at leaft it does not impofe any 
very ufeful curb, on the wayward imagination ; nor will it, I prefume, 
be found a very effe£hial means of excluding compofitions wild and je- 
june : In truth, I am inclined to doubt whether this defirable end can 
be obtained by the adoption of ftrophc, antiftrophe and epode. It 
would be invidious to quote particular inflances, but any one who will 
take the trouble bf turning over fome of our mifcellaneous collec- 
tions, and other books of modef n poetry, will find things called odes, 
which are at once wild, and jejune, though trimmed and laced up in 
the ftraight waiftcoat of ftrophe, antiftrophe and epode, according to 
all the feverities of the Greek mafters. 

Mr. Mafbn infifls on the fmall number of irregular odes, which, as 
he fays, deferve to be ranked with the living, as an argument againft 
this fpecies of compofition. He confines the catalogue to narrow li- 
mits, Dryden*s and Pope's odes on St. Cecilia's day. Suppofe this for 
a moment to be juft, is not Dryden*s ode of fufficient excellence and 
dignity, to give a new form of compofition, and become the archetype^ 
and as I may fay, the founder of a diftin£l poetical family ^ Is not the 
complaint of Cowley to all intents and purpofes lyrical .? Do his pinda- 
ric odes, which are profefTedly irregular, deferve to be involved in the 
indifcriminate doom of death .? Even the fevere Hurd, in his caftrations 
of Cowley, has reprieved and admitted fome of them into his collec- 
tion. I know not to what dafs we (hall refer Milton's Lycidas ; to 
' mc it fcems to belong to the genus of irregular odes. Mr. William 
Browne, an excellent poet of the laft century, has left a beautiful ir- 
regular t)de, written on a like affecting occafion with the Lycidas, and 
not much inferior to it in poetical merit : and here, by the by, I muft 
mention, though fomewhat out of place, that there is a very early (pe« 
cimen, Ixidced, of the irregular ode in the engliih language, I meajd a 



poem on the death of Henry the firft, which hears marks of the higheft 
antiquity, and may be found in a coileQion, called the mufe*s library. 
Perhaps Dryden's fecular ode does not defenre to be mentioned on 
this occaHon, though fiirely it ranks higher than Pope*s ode onr.St. 
Cecilia's day. But it would be unpardonable to omit the admirable, 
and I cfiud add, much injured Collins, who has left feveral beautiful 
. fpecimens of the irregular lyric, which da not deferve to be numbered 
wilh the dead» nay, which cannot die while any regard for hansomous 
Terfification and claflical compoHtioa (iiblids among u». 

If the leregular ode is a fpecies of compofition fb extremely eafy, is 
it not wonderful that it has not been more generally adbpted ? If it is 
fuch a temptation to ralh meddlers in poetry, one might be ie4 to 
fuppofe that the engUfh language muft be overflowed with irregular 
odes ; but we find, on the contrary, that this mode of compofition is 
far* from being frequent among us. I believe there are in engliih more 
regular than there af e irregular odes. The reafbn of this may be eafily 
explained : the fevere form of the ancient regular lyric has in it fome- 
thing elaborate, uncommon, and fit to impose on the minds of vulgar 
readers, who are apt to admire what they do not underfland, and ena- 
bles a heavy mediocrity of talents, by the ufe of a little pains and 
ftudy, not only to impofe on the world, and acquire at leafl a tranfient 
popularity, but even to impofe on the writer himfelf. If the irre- 
gular ode has introduced compofitioas wild and jejune, the pedantry 
of the anglo-grecian lyric has contributed to the propagation of verfcs 
that are tame and infipid, made up of epithets and unmeaning ver- 
biage, and difguifed with foreign idioms. 

The introduftion of fbropHe, antiflrophe and epode Into engli(h 
poetry is not only unneceflary, but unaccountable. There is not a fingle 
inflancc of it in Malherbe, that great mafter of french lyric poetry, 
who -was a verycorrcft and clafCcal writer. Ben Johnibn, a fervile 
imitator of the ancients, was, I believe, the firfl who introduced it, 
in engtifh, under the denomination of turn, return^ and counter* 
turn. Among the greeks themfelves the ufc of the flrophe, antif^ 
trophe and epode was not adopted univerfally and indifcriminately in 
every fpecies of the ode. If we are to believe the ancient gramma- 
tikns, the models of the greek lyric, in which- this divifion is adopted, 
were all compofedto befung by a chorus, and accompanied with danc- 
ing ', and the flrophe, antiflrophe and epode, as the etymology of their 



names firemi to import^ had a reftrt ace to the fi>ng and dance. The 
£rft (huiui, called ftrot>hei they fiui|r, dancing at the lame time ; the 
ieoond, caUcd the antlfbophe, wair fnng while the dance waa in- 
Tcrted ; the epodc they fang (landing lUll*. In corroboration of this 
opinion, we find that the odes which puriiie this form were- cither in 
honour of the victors in ibme of the grecian games» and intended to 
U fung by a choms at the entertainments given by tho cooqncn»rs, 
to whom they were infcHbed, or by their friends, on account of 
their ti^ories, or at the fokom facrificei made to the gods oa thoie 
occaiions, as the odes of Pindar which hatre reached onr time } or eUc 
make partof fomo dramatic poem, and wcAre intended to be pcrf ormod 
on the ftage by a chorus, in Hke manner, and accompanied with 
dancing. Thus we fee in i^hat odes, and why, this complicated regtt- 
larity, this threefold correfpondence of uniform and regnlarly repeated 
fhin2as, was adopted. ^We find it was not employed in the gfeek 
poetry intended for other pnrpofes, and act compofed with a view lo 
mufic. Horace, who ftudicd the greeks with great care, admired 
them exceedingly, and was a very corre£t writer, has not thought pro- 
per to Introduce the ih-ophe, anfiilrophe and epode into btin poetry; 
and why > Doubtlefs becaofe he well knew that they were appro- 
priated to poetry intended to be fetJto mnfiCi and performed by a 
chonu. Is it not then a pedantic and idle affection to adept in eng- 
Bfh poetry a regulation which was rejeOcd by the latins, and not 
univerfaliy employed even by the greeks themfelves, but only when 

* This union of poetry, mufic and dancing, is inexplicable enough 
to us, whoie manners are £6 different from thofe of the ancients ; how- 
eveir, there cannot be any doubt of the faA ; to prove it, I need only 
adduce part of a chorus in the Hercules furens of Suripidesi which 
manifeftly alludes to it : 

'Ov ^aC^ofULilat ^(kfHeif iv*» kataitiver$iMU 

♦ • • iff/tw<'aft,flirvXin 

ir«fAli 0iifitn «*•>«!«» ^^t '^^^ r^^ 
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tht fubjcA jnade it neceflary that the ode fliould be fet t9 mttlic, tnJ 
performed with an accompaniment of dancing ? It Teems to me that it 
would be more rational to fuppofe that all our engUfh odes were to 
be fet to mufic, and to divide them into recitative, air and chorus* 

Mr. Mafbn (eems to rely on another principle as certain and in« 
controvertible, in which, notwithftanding, I cannot readily bring my- 
ielf to acquiefce : that by increafing the dtfficnlty of writing poetry, we 
promote its excellence ; and, in particular, that by rendering a fubordi- 
Date and merely mechanical part of poetry, for indance, the meafnrcy 
moreoperofe and inconvenient to the compofer, we (hall Aicceed m 
checking the growth of bad poetry ; I fay this, fuppofrng for the pre-* 
fent, but by no means admitting, the irregular ode to be, as Mr. 
Mafon fuppofes, a fpecies of compofition of the utmoft facility. On 
this principle of exalting the beauties of poetry, by encreafing its dif- 
ficulties, which, by the by, feems to be jufl fuch an experiment as if 
We (hduld attempt to add grace and agility to a dancer by encumber- 
ing his legs with fetters, or fpeed a conrfer by loading him with a 
heavy burthen ; on this principle where (hall we ftop ? What bounds 
of difficulty and confequent perfection (hall we appoint ? If, in order 
to deter ra(h meddlers, the compofition of an oide b to be rendered 
more difficult, by wantonly dividmg it into flrophe, antiftrophe and 
epode, why reft there ? Let the Ca.nG.uary of good writing be ftiLl more 
effedhially fecured from prophane intruders, by ordaining that lyric 
poems (hould be always written in the (hape of a /lute, a pair of 
wings, an egg, an axe, or an altar ^ Some greek writers have attempted 
all thefe fantadic forms of compofition ; but is the merit of the pdeira 
of this kind, which have 'reached us, in any degree proportioned to 
the difficulty ? Has the difficulty of compofing rondeaus, acrodics and' 
charades delivered the french language from a mob of writers at once 
wild and jejune ? To purfue this reafoning a little farther : it is ac- 
knowledged on all hands that french verGfication is fubjeft to a very 
fevere and tyrannical code of rules ; it is much more difficult to write 
poetry in that language, than it is in the latin, greek, Italian or eng- 
lilh. Now," have meaner fpirits been deterred by this difficulty ? Is the 
number of minor poets lefs in the french than in other languages ? Or 
IS the comparative excellence of the french poetry great, in propor- 
tion to the difcouragement which are thrown in the way of t heir wri- 
ters, by the fevere laws of verfiiication ? The french writers complain 
•f this tyrannical code as ai heavy grievance^ and fo intolerable Is the 



burthen, that-ibme Qf their beft poets, particularly CorneUle, tkd fir(t 
.of freoch bards, violate the laws of verfificatioa without fcruple. In- 
deed I had always been taught to hold an opinion directly contrary io 
this poHtion, and to believe, that in proportion as the execution of 
the mechanical part in the fine arts is eafy, there is a greater proij* 
pe£t of attaining to general excellence ; and to common underdand- 
mgs this opinion would feem to be well-founded. The pains, ftudy and 
time which will be exhaufted in adjufling the mere mechanical part, 
when it is of a more difficult form, may, when that difficulty is re- 
moved, be employed on a nobler care, that of conlidering the plan» 
removing defeats, and heightening the beauties, by corre^ing, re- 
touching and poliihing the whole. 1 have often heard blank verie 
preferred to rhyme, on this very ground, that it impofed lefs trouble- 
'fome redraints on the poet ; and I had obferved that in thole lan- 
guages which arc called, by way of diftinftion, poetical, as the Italian, 
the mechanical of poetry is moft eafy, which could not be the cafe if 
the difficulty of compofition were a pledge and guarantee for its ex- 
cellence. I fuppofe it is on this principle of attaining excellence, by 
inducing difficulty, that Mr. Hay ley has produced his comedies in 
rhyme ; and on the f me fyftem it would follow, that tragedies alfo 
ought to be written in rhyme, as being a more difficult mode of verfi- 
fication ; in fhort, if by enhancing the difficulty of poetical compofitioa 
you fhould leflcn the number of bad poets, will you not lefTen the 
cumber of good ones ? There is greater merit, certainly, in the attain- 
ment of excellence in ibmething very difficult ; but in fuch a cale th^ 
plumber of excellent produAions will be fmall in proportion. 

The more I confider the introdu£Hon of ftrophe, antiftrophe and 
epode into the engli(h language, the more am I (truck with the im- 
propriety of it ; on what principle of reafon are we re<Juired to adopt 
the regulations of compofition, which prevailed in a dead language, 
of a ftrufture wholly different from our own, and with the true pro- 
nunciation of which we are not fully acquainted ? It feems to be very 
unjuft, to impofe on englifh poets the fame (IridVncfs, with regard to 
the ftanza, and ftru^re of the ode, which prevails in Pindar, and the 
chorus of the greek tragedy. The genius of their language does not 
fumifh the englifli writers with the fame inftruments and means of 
facilitating their compliance with the law. i, Both the greek and 
latin languages have. a great advantage in the bold and frequent in- 
verfions of words, which they not only permit, but r- quire ; this 



ttmflKare affifled the poet amazingly in attaining an harmcmions ar- 
rangement of words, and a rich and eafy^ verilfication. i, The greek 
iangiuge admitted a variety of dialers, which the poet might inter- 
mix, as fnited his convenience ; this gave a greater choice and variety 
of fynonimous founds, and greatly facilitated, the taik of compoiitlon. 
3, The latin poet found the fame convenience in poetical licence ; but 
the greeks language allowed it in a dill higher degree, more freely in- 
deed than any language I know, except the Italian. Now this privi- 
lege is very fparingly, if at all, indulged to an englifh writer, whofe 
ta(k in verfifying is therefore Co much the more difficult. 4, Both 
the greek and latin lyric poets took the liberty of ending the 
Bne in the midll of a word, if the verilfication happened to require it, 
as you may fee in every page of Horace aAd Pindar ; indeed, there are 
in Virgil indances of fuch a licenfe, even in heroic verfe, A liberty 
of this fort would not be endured in engliih ; I quelHon whether even 
the charms of the ftrophe, antiftrophe and epode could reconcile it to 
thofe who want the true antiquated claflic ear. 5, The ancients went 
Hill greater lengths ; there are inflances of a (tanza or ftrophe ending in 
the middle of a word, and the remainder carried over to the next 
flanza ;' as for example, in the fecond antiflrophe of the third olympic 
of Pindar, which ends in the middle of a word, and the fecond epode» 
which begins with the remaining fyllable : 

V* It^iav vsf. IV&* Attltfc, &c. 

Having hazarded thefe curfbry remarks on the critical opinions con«> 
tained in the note above-mentioned, permit me to add a few arguments 
in favour of the irregular ode. In the firft place, it has the fan^Hon 
of clafllc authority to recommend h ; the aneients, our great, and, in- 
deed, inimitable mailers in poetry, they, who impofed every necefUry 
curb on the wayward imaginition, and were not often guilty of wild 
or jejune writing, the illuflrious ancients loved and praQifed this fpecie^ 
of compofition. The moft celebrated and fublime of Pindar*s works 
were irregular odes, I mean his dithyrambics ; on thefe, though they 
have unfortunately perifhed in the wreck of time, his reputation as 
a poet was moft ellbntially founded. We have the folTrage of as good 
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a critic as he wms a poet, botb as to their merit and their bald 
parity :' 

Sen per andates noTa dithyrambos 
- Verba dcvolvit, namerilqiie fert»r 
i^ege felotis. 

HoaAcs. 



The ancient grammarians and critics recognize the polf metra and 
pammetra of the ancients, in which verfes of all different meafiuvs 
were employed, without any uniform order or conne^Hon. Claudian, 
Terentianus Maurus, and Martianus Capellus, have all written lyric 
poems, each of which takes in a variety of different ftanzas ; that of 
Ciaudian was written on the marriage of the emperor Honorlus. If 
we are to believe an iagenious french critic*, the fecular ode of Horace 
was an irregular one, or to fpcak more Jporredly, a multiform lyric, 
cmbiacing a free variety of different ftanzas. Whether the conjecfairc 
of Mr. Sanadon, as to the junction of the feveral parts which he brings 
together, be well or ill founded, it ferves to fupport my argument, as 
it (hews that in the opiniDn of a learned man and a good critic the irre- 
gular ode was by no meai^s alien from the corre£t genius of clalSc 
poetry. 

We may alfb allege the example of the Italian lyric poets in faiwir 
of the irregular ode ; there are a great number of beautiful compofitions. 
of that fpecies in their language, particularly by Chiabrera and MetaA 
tafio, a writer to whom the epithets of wild and jejune can hardly be 
applied with any propriety. Fontaine, among the french, may be con- 
(idered as a great 'mafter in the irregular lyric. Among us, the corrc^ 
and laborious Ben Johnfon, as he was the firft importer of the (Irophe, 
antiflrophe and cpode, has given us alfo the firft englifh precedent of 
an irregular ode, if I miftake not^ in the poem on the burning of his 
works. 

But why refbrt to precedent for a juftffication of the irregulv ode ? 
I may intrench myfclf in ftrongcr ground, the internal eviflence of its 
merit, and the obvious advantages which rcfult from this fpecies of . 

* Sanadon. 



12 

composition, Firft, it leaves the poet ,at liberty to follow the orcfcr 
and connexion of his ideas, and to exprefs them in the mod apt and 
forcible manner. He is ndt obliged to facrifice (Irength atid energy td 
Aanza, to become a literary Procruftes, and torture out fome thoughts 
through a nervelefs extent of proUx tenuity, while others are propor- 
tion bly cut and cramped, to make them fit the- ftanza. He is not 
ftopt (hort, in the. very heat and acme, of compoHtion, as it were by 
2, great gulf, or obliged to introduce alien or unneceflary ideas, in order 
to fquare his matter with his meafure, aftd prcfenre the preconceived 
ttivifion of his poem into partitions of a certain unvarying length. The 
(!anza is commenfurate to the fenfe, and exhibits nothing redundant, 
nothing incoherent or difjointed ; the thought occupies juft as much 
tfoom as it defcrv^s, and no more, while the poet has it in his power, 
to exprefs it, as fully, or as concifely as he thinks proper. 

, Secondly. Add to this, that the irregular ode requires no fiipernn- 
ttierary or expletive epithets to eke out lines, none of thofe unmean- 
ing fubfervient lines, that are introduced nierely to eke out ftanzas, 
and of which fome of our modern regular odes exhibit fuch melancholy 
in (lances ; in flibrt, the irregular ode is not obliged to facrifice a.juft ar- 
rangement, clear expreffion, or harmonious verfification, to a chime- 
ncal and pedantic regularity, which has no foundation in true harmony, 
and is wholly foreign from the genius of our language. 

Thirdly. You will pleafe to confid^r, that if the author of a regular 
ode has a bad ear, and is unfortunate in the choice of the. flanza, his 
.readers mud take it, for better for worfe, through the whole poem, a 
grievance, to which the irregular ode is not liable ; for there, if one 
ftanza fliould be unhappily fancied, or inharmonious, we have a prof- 
pc£l of being relieved, and changing for the better in the next ; per- 
haps too, the ear, in an ode of any length, may feel itfelf cloyed with 
the uniformity of a ftanza fo frequently repeated, and be relieved and 
gratified by the' various melody of the irregular ode. 

Fourthly. I muft further obferve, that although we (ho dd allow the 
compofition of the irregular ode, to be, as Mr. Mafon is pleafed to af- 
fert, more eafy, it impofes on the poet a neceflity of verfifying with 
greater care, and fatisfying the ear with a melody more full and com- 
pletely rounded. The harmony of verfification cannot (o eafdy make 
itfelf to be felt by the reader, when the ftapza comes in a new and un- 
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forefeen form, as when the ear is habituated, and broken, as T may (ky« 
to thcs expeAed inarch of an uniformly repeated ftanza. When the 
hearer is prepared for the return of the paufe at regular intervals, he 
learns to miiiake the mere technical arrangement of the lines for har- 
monious verfification, and hardly allows himfelf to enquire, whether 
the (lop is judicioufly placed, or the period duly filled, fo as to leave the 
ear perfeftly fatisfied. In the irregular ode there is no fucfi deception, 
the ear is not impoied on, and any fault in the verllBcation will be im- 
mediately perceived. 

Fifthly. A correfpondence of the found with the fentiment is cer- 
tainly a very great beauty, and the poet ihould endieavour to obtain xt»« 
whenever it may be had, without facrificing more important things. 
This beauty may fometimes refult from the happy force of afmgle wordj 
fometimes it is produced by the ftru^re- and cadence of a Angle line» 
l>ut is effected mod forcibly and mod generally by the arrangement and 
fymmetry of a whole period *. Now, I believe it cannot be denied, 
and therefore I fhall not wafle words to prove, that a free £Unza, 
which may be varied at will, and made light and airy, flow and plain- 
tive, or fwelling and fbnorous, according to the fub}e£l matter, wilt 
give the poet a much better chance of attaining this excellence^ what- 
ever may be its value. The judicious break, the happy panfe, the apt 
change of cadence, the long majeflic march and energy divine, may aU 
in tlieir turns be excluded by a jferyile fdherence to the uniformity «f 

* Example of the firft ; 

Procumblt humi bos. 
Ofthefccond: ^ 

Monftrum horrendum informe ingens cui lumen ademptuxa. 
^ob in ficca fecum fpatiatur Aren^. 

Of the third ; 

She bids yon. 
All on the wanton ni flies lay you down. 
And reft your gentle head upon her lap. 
And flje will fing the fong that pleafeth you. 
And on your eye-lids crown the god of fleep, 
Charming your blood with plcafing heavinefs. 

SuAKsr£A«.s. 
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ftanza; and I canoQt think of a fingle adTantage, which attends thi« 
snifonnity exclufiTcly, except that of enhancing the difficulty of conv 
pofition. 

Such being the advantages which attend the hrcgular ode, it feems ta 
be rather immaterial to enquire into the comparative difficulty of writ- - 
ing it ; I fliall only obferve, that being fimplc and unafFcfted in its form^ 
and difclaiming every thing elaborate and artificial, it is fuppofed to be 
inuch eafier than in truth it is, and lefs credit is given to the author of an 
irregular ode for the pains and ftudy he employs, than to thofe, wh<> 
deal in more operpf^s forms of poetry. 

It cannot be denied, that a fpecies of compoAtion which adopts the 
coofhn^lion of the rythmus, aud even the found of particular words tp 
the fnbje^ muft have its foundation in the genuine undepraved feelings 
of human nature. I have not a doubt within my mind of the irregular 
ode being the firft fofm of compofition adopted by mankind, in their 
fird wild attempts at literature. Poetry has ever been the delight of 
men in the firft (Vages of fociety : the earllefl recitals of events among 
them have been in verfe ; this arifes from the conne^^on between cer^ 
tain ibunds and the feelings of the mind, «s well as the memory. The 
firft literary produQion, m an unpolifhed nation, where the pure di£late$ 
of nature prevailed, was a poem, and that poem in irregular ode. Whe* 
ihcr the fubjcd of the rude minftrelfy was the feather-cindbired chiefs, 
or dniky loves, the untutored feelings of the heart teaching expreflions, 
and fuggefting founds attempered and attuned to that (iibje^t, the (hmza 
varied with the fenfe, and the fpontaneous defcant became an irregular 
ode. I am very confident, that the death long and the warfong which have 
ftich an influence on the fpirits of american warriors are irregular odes ; 
and I am confirmed in my opinioif , by finding that feveral fpecimens of 
the ancient pbetry, of uncivilized nations bear this forfn. Iq Scheffer's 
htdory of Lapland you will 6nd two inflancesof the irregular ode, which 
have great poetical merit, and are well knowi^ by the englifh trandar 
* tions of them. 

I fhall concludb with exprcffing a wifh, that the{e hafVy fefle£tions 
may be the mean^ of exciting fon^e poetical genius to make a trial of a 
fpecies of compodtion, which, in my m|nd, is peculiarly fufceptible pf 
true fublimity. * 



MYRRUA? 



A N 



yRIlEGULAIt. OP^PL: 



ARGUMENT. 

IT may be objected, that fcene& of horror, like the fohjUi of the-fol'r 
lowing little psoem, oaghe rather to be covered with a Teil, or coniigned 
to obliyion, than introduced to the public eye, in the dreis of poetry. 
For my juftification, I (hall refort to the authority of the old greek tra- 
gedians, who thought the dreadful (lories of (Edipus and Medea not nn* 
fit for reprefentation on the public (lage. - The mind loves to hare her 
feelings roufcd, and I know no tale more apt to excite the emotions of 
terror and pity than that of Myrrha, as related by Ovid, whom I have 
followed, in his metamorghofi s It is this : Myrrha in early yonth 
conceives a pa(Gon for ^er father Cinyras ; every affc£HoDate glance, 
every endearing expreilton, every paternal attention of the parent fa- 
tally, but innocently, contribute to nourifli the criminal deiires of the 
child. The fire con fumes her jritals, her health rapidly declines, her 
frame is wafted away ; her aiTguiih of mind makes her look forward to 
approaching death as a deficable termination of her fulTerings ; herniirie 
is alarmed at this nielancholy fitua^io^ : (he eipplpys all her arts of infi- 
ouation to obtain poffeHion of her dreadful fecret, >nd m length extort^ 
from her a discovery of her love. 

The nurfe, perceiving that Myrrfia muft inevitably fall the victim of 
her paflion if (he continued to fupprefs it, and determined to fave her life 
even at the price of her character and virtue, employs herfelf firft to de- 
vife the means of {;ratifying her wi(hes»and then, which was a taik moriB 
difficult, to perfuade Myrrha to employ thofe means. 

The wife of Cinyras, and mother of Myrrha, was to aflift at a folema 
^crifice, and the OriAnefs of religion re<^uired that the lady (hould (e- 
clude heWelf from her hufband (bmetime previous to it ; the facrilice toQ 
• was to be performed in a diilant part of the country. During the tem- 
porary reparation which this occafioned, Cinyras felt certain wants, and. 
applied to this nurfe, who appears to have been, indeed, a very notable 
perfonage, for the means of fupplying them ; Myrrha was introduced to 
her father in the gloom of night and departed before the dawn of day, 
baOifuloefs and delicacy were the pretext ; the intercourfe continued for 
fome time without fufpicion, curiofity at lad prevailed ; the -unhappy 
father introduced a light, while Myrrha (lept, and beheld the crimina- 
lity and Ihame, which night an J fiience had at fiiilpioduced, and con- 
cealed fo long. 
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l^HE howling whirlwind fwept the plain. 
The pestling thunder rockM the ground ; 
The headlong torrent fwelPd amain. 
While, in his wafteful triumph roll'd around, 
Herds, and flocks and trees, and conr, 
The (hepherd and his cot were borne ; 
And Chaos, with a yell, exulting ran 
To mar the beauteous works of nature and of maa« 
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Erer and anon 

The palpitating flakes ofruddj1ight'ning(hoiief 

Above-i-bcW — they run— they glare— 

With low and fearful howl 

The lion ftartcd from his lair. 

Meteors blazing thro' his hair^ 

While on his head, in andhious train. 

They hung — or kindled thro' his raanej. 

Rage and fear his eye-balls fcowl. 

The pines and gnarled oaks before him bend ;— <* 

No more his cuftofti'd haunts he knew. 

Nor thirfted now the prey to rend ; 

Wing'd, wing'd with fear he flew : 

Where waves infuriate vex the rocky fteep^ 

He plung'd intg the deep* 

Wrapt in many a pitchy cloud 
Night on Hades call'd aloud ; — 
AflTociate, wake ! to feaft thine ear. 
The mingkd craih of ruin hear ; ' 
AflToeiate, wake \ and fee, to cheer thy l^prite. 
Works of Chaos> workt of Night ; 
AfTociate, haf!e» arife, receive, from deftiny, 
A dire oblation meet for £f ebus and me. 
Hark, hark — what fhrieks redouble on the wind f 
AloDg the pathlefs wafte. 
What pale, evanid phantom p«ft ?---• 
n?is Myrrha,— faded form, and tortur'd mtnd ! 
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Her garments rent, aod rent hff bMiite^9 hfitf 

Diftilling dank the dr^Qpn of be9lif g rm i 

The wind-wav'd briar, the brake, and tangled thorn ' 

Her tender limbs have torn, 

And wand'ring purple ft reams the ptdifh'd iv'ry ftain,-— 

Cinyras difplays the fword, 

Her vengeful fire, her lover now no more, 

He waves the brand, athirft for gbrty 

To mark an impious deed with punifhment abhorred. 

Oh wretched father ! doubly, doubly loft, 

Lioft to ftrike, and loft to fpare, 

Endlefs ihame, and endlefs care 

Ruih upon thy fatal head. 

Peace is gone, and honour fled. 

And hopes and fchemes of good, by ftygian whirlwinds toft. 

The winds are hufliM— Uv: mtfit 9( aogwfc flow ; 
Ccafelefs, thro' the gljDo» thcy<:rcep, 
Like ftreams in fparry cavern deep, 
Trickling conftant, fad, and flqw. . . i ^ 
Spare me, vifions of affright. 
Ye fpedh-es, teeming thro' the (hades ofm^l 
Heav'n is burfting o'er my Ije^, 
The failing earth recedes whcre-c'^r I ^end, 
Unwilling U> fofi^n th^ freight ' 
Of fuch a guilty thing's incumbent weight. 
Oh fatal change ! 
Bewilder'd, loft, accurft I range, 
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tJoT ought of otitward horrors find 

Dire, — as the chaDgc in this polluted ihinct 

Oh name for erer dreadful, ever dear ! 
Lov'd Aame of fire, no mor^ to fill mine ear f 
No more to tane ray matin long, 
Amidft the Tirgin throng } 
Oh virgin throng, woold fates allow 
i were your fifter now I 
To wear, like you, my golden hours ; 
Spotle&and fweet ye fpring, as tender flowers p 
And forward look, with hallow'd awe, to prove,* 
Th' aufpiciour moment of copnubial love.-* 
There was a time, my father's name 
DifFus'dno blufli, the cheek to ftain,. 
Awak'd no wi(h the foul to pain. 
Or tremble thro' the guilty frame ; 
Bat fweet and tranquil, by the mofly cell, 
Orrufhydcll, 

Flow'd atterapcr'd to the chords^ 
Flow'd in foft, fpontaneous words. 
The fecret haunts of Echo found, 
And bade the rural nymphs around 
Their homefpun ditties ceafe, 
To join in choral drains of love, and piety, and peace; 

r 

Of love, and piety, and peace— dire change ! 
The furiet round me range f 



THbcflirick — ^they dance— an hideous baad, 

And all ered their hiifing foakes. 

And, one the jcurling renoni takesj 

And gives it to my father's hand.— . 

** Ann thee for thy daughter's doom, 

" Snatch the yotive guilty Uooni, 

« Hurl it to the lifters fell, 

^* 'Tis a garland meet, to wreath 

" Around the fhrines of death^ 

« Or palaces of hdl. 

^^ Hurl to us the fatal charms^ 

^' That, bleffing, curft a fethei's anns.*' 

Dear, guiltlefs partner of a deed profancj 
Oh Ipare — detefted and'ador'd— 
To wafti away, ^n blood, our common ftain f 
Oh drop the murdVous fwQrd;-*- 
Thus abjed, thus defil'd. 
Am I not fti|l thy child ? 
Py all the joys my natal hour beftow'd, 
When tears of gladnefs ilow'd^ 
A pure, es^tadc flood ; 
By all a parent's tender fears^ 
That fondly watch'd my helplefs years^ 
When playful at thy knees t fiood ; 
By many a foft, delightful hour. 
When my gay prattle, with amufivc ppw'r, 
A^d meltipg influence ftole, 



Bland and gentle on thy fyaU 
And, as they met with mine^ 
' Thy gracious eyes with douUid fight Wduld (hiiie | 
Ohfpare! 

Shall not thefe thine arm reilrain ? 

Adjurations yet remain 

By the joys — accurfed thought I 
Ceafe ray tongue with horrors fraught.—— 
Oh night to mem'ry baneful, and to memory daar ! 
The rolling year 

Shall mark thee, in its courfe, for works of hate; 
Round the facrifice of ill 
Blood of innocents to Q^ill, 
Annual, the hags of night (hall cotigreglte. 
All powVs of good that liight r^fign their charge^ 
And yelling fiends and harpies rbad) at krg^. 
Nor flarry lamp, nor lunar gleam 
Thro' the murky vapours play ; 
Nor cheering light of village tapet beam. 
To guide the traveler on his way. 
In <arth below let vapours dune. 
Kindling, burfting from the n\Jne, 
And flame fulphureous deaths 
On many a wretch beneath. 
In heav'n above, with crimfon gfarci 
..Undulating thro' the .air, 
Let meteors fweep, porteptous rdlKftg oA 5 ^ 
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Wlulcy Jmould'ring round th"^ Affim oCflc^ 

Derouring flames thro* populous citkt Cfe<yv> 

Or torch its light funoi^d tt^tdM, 

Sttllen^ o'er cImc looonwarqi' himd% 

Where fbme fend mother wails hor daiiing (oa« 

The powers Hufeca, with. gmh?|r iki^ 
That weave th' indiffoluble web oif human ill^ 
In hallowM ritesy and in the pioiit tbonehl^ 
Unwitting enginery of eril fougjbt; 
And bade my moth^ join, the nyftic Irait^ 
And feek the di^nt fane. — 
While wafted perfumes fro« the altar falaz'd* 
And fpicy volumes thro' the temple wrcatVd^ 
Her hands devote the matron rata'd^ 
Her orifbns fhe meekly breath'd^ 
And> asthe fragrance rcack'd the iky^ 
Call'd for blefEngs from on high ; 
For blefEngs call'd^ in accents mild» 
To crown her hufband and her child * ■ • 
What was then the huibaad'» ia& i 
What bleffing did tht daughter aflc ?-<• 
The hufband and the daughter rufh, to prove 
The fierce excefles of inceduous love. 

In founds of agony confiis'd and wild 
I hear thee fhriek> 1 hear thee rave ;«-» 
Thy treiTes on the ground are ftrew'd, 



24 

Thy bofom is with Uood imbruM ;— 

I hear thee carfe thy birth ; 

I hear, I hear thee cbfe thy guilty child $ 

I iee thee ftretch'd along— I fee thee tear the earth— ^ 

To find a grave— 

What byfy fiend, what carft malignant pow -r 
Rul'd my natal hom*. 
In fair Lacina's femUance came. 
And touch'd the new-bom babe, with ftygian flame 1 
Better, mine eyes had then for ever dos'd ; 
Better, had I lain expos'd 
On favage heath, or mountain wild $ 
Or, like fome vile negleded thing, 
Pafh'd againft the favage ihore 
Amidft the billows* roar: 
Better, had ferpents, with redoubled fting 
The heart yet guiltlcfs found. 
And twin'd and twin'd my little limbs around : 
Better, had vultures borne me to their neft. 
And deep ingulph'd the beak within ray breaft ; 
Or kites entomb'd the dire, portentous child. 

The nurfe*s care, unhallow'd and unblcft, 
Fofler'd me, at the breaft. 
The furies faw me to their purpofe grow, 
Like beateous plants, that rank with poifonblow* 
The growth of ftature and the rip'ning thought 
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To nper mlfchief wrought ; 

While, ivith my vital blood» 

I fed the ferpent broody 

That harinlefs feemM and gentler than the days. 

Nor future inceft fear*d, io filial love } 

Pleas'd its luftre to behold, 

Its gloiTy (pires of verdant gold ; 

Midil my locks it freely play'd. 

Freely o?er my bofbm ilray'd, 

9at fooD a dragon v^ft, with dire control^ 

And over fhadowing wing, 

Po£eft my gloomy foul ; 

And brooding o'er, wiUi mortal ttrng. 

Infernal rage inililPd, 

And all my veins with burning venom filled. 

From a fmall hidden (park my paifion grew 

An all-confuming fire. 

Fed by unchafte dcfire ; 

Devour'd my pray'rs, devourM my time. 

The loves and wiihes of my youthful prime; ; 

Devoured my peace, my piety, 

Cood thoughts, and fair referves, and virgin decency ; 

And laft devour'd my father too. 

With forae accurfed fpcll. 
Or blandifhm^nts of hell. 
The front of ^uilt, that long my foul appall'd, 
Ao evil woman fmooth'd ; 
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Prieftefs of ioferoal rite, 
O'er-rulin^ influence of that horrid mght :— 
Recoiling fenfe the pois'AOux opiate footb'di-^ 
My balf-reluAantliaod (he kiz*d ; 
Remorfe, remorfe had interpo^'d^ 
But interpos'd in rain ; — 
Her guilty voice the minion mifchiefs rai»M» 
And pleafure's rile illufions round fhe call'd ;-« 
Then fierce defires, a murky train. 
On faint remorfe the doors rfroem'ry dk«*d.-^ 
My trembling fteps (he led 
To that accurfed bed ; 
^ Then —wretched infant, curft e'er born. 
In gaining life lofi and forlorn. 
What defert land-^wbat fatage care, 
While I in madnefs writhe and Agonizing rave. 
Shall hear thy firft poor feeble cries ? 
Shall give to hated fight thy more detefted eyes i 

By what name (halt thou be flil'd ?~* 
Art thou brother, — art thou child ? — 
I feel thee here with wild affright, — 
The monfler foon (hall fee theJight/ — 
What ftygian pow'r thy fate commands ? 
What impious deeds await thy little hands ? v 
Thy mother's doom no more (hall feem the worfl, 
When thou (halt rife, more guilty and more curft. 
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Hie moaftrous legends, fabled crimes^ 

The ftory*d pangs of other times 

Shall live in thee. — The £fter fiends, that wait. 

At Pluto's triple gate, 

Quench their flaming brands, in blood. 

And, with the baneful wood. 

O'er the portal of his halls. 

Along the flame-<ncin(fhirM walls. 

In chartidtefS of woe defcribe thy fate. 

She ceas'd«^From heay'n the lightning came. 
And wrapt her roundi in (heets of flame. 
Etherial mifchief, (acred fire, , 
Weapon of th' almighty's ire^ 
Devours the vitals ; fcorches thro' the veios ; 
The folid melts ; the fluid drains.--— • 
'lis done 'tis done- 
All human form is gone. 
And Myrrha lies, a fped^ade of Wntth* 
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VERSES 



WMTTEN IN THE DARGLE, IN THE COUNTY Of WICKLOW. 



IjIAIL fairy fcenes, hail haunted ground^ 
Where elves and getii fport around. 
And hear the rufhing water's fal), 
Or Echo to their revels call. 

Oft will I to the haunts repair. 
Where wild flowVs fcent the balmy air ; 
Where oaks adorn the ih^ggy brow 
And torrents murmur hoarfe below, ^ 
Now white with foam, and burning loudy 
Now dafh'd to many a mifty cloud : 
Or where the glafly fur&ce deeps, 
That blackens with o'er-hanging fleeps f 
And many a tree that downward bends, 
And from the parent rock impends. 
Appears to woo, with eager arms, 
The river's coy difdainful charms. * 
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The Ixilb their waving line unfold^ 
Redring foft and fwelling bold. 
In many a fhape, fantaiftic rife. 
And melt in azure to the fkies.— « 
Here Phoebus, with a lover's heat, 
Aflails the naiads coy retreat. 
Between the mountains dopes his beam. 
And plays in gold along the ftream ; 
His vagrant light bewildered roves, 
Or ileeps enfnar^d among the groves. 

*Twas here, perhaps^ fome chieftain bold. 
Some mighty man, in years of old, 
Profaning friendihip's hallow'd name. 
When England's fons iniidious came, 
Beneath the freeborn oaks defy'd. 
The fierce invader's tyrant pride. 
And heard, in every breeze, from far* 
The fhrieks of woe, the (houts of war. 
And law from far the fignal fire. 
On many a mountain's top afpire^— 
Around the chief, a hardy band. 
Of fearlefs heart, and puifiant hand. 
When pealing on the watch of night. 
Loud came the roar of diftaint fight. 
Have fternly clafti'd the fpear and fhield, 
And fiercely claim'd the promh'd field ; 
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Then ruffled, a headlong totrp^ down 
Ta fpoil the Tallies once their owp.*w 
Retarning red with englifh blood. 
Beneath thefe (hades, perhaps* they ftood i 
Spread the rude feaft» and'fhs^r^d $kt prey. 
And heard the minftrel's folemn lay. 
Recount the prodigal of.breatfi, ^ 

The martial pride, th' illui^rMos 4cath. 

For here, io old heroic timeSf - 
The minftrel wak'd his lofty rhymes ; 
He tun'd the harp, be bade them iow, 
AttemperM to the dream below .^-f- 
WhenEngland would a land enthrall,* 
She doomM the mufes fbns to fall } ^ 
Ttt& virtue's hand (hould firing the lyre^ 
And feed with fong the patriot fire. 
Jjo, Cambrians bards her fj^ry feel ; 
See, Erin mourns the bloody ft^el. 
To fuch a (cene, to fuch a fhade^ 
Condemned, profcrib*d, the poe$ ftray'd. 
7 he warrior rais'd his buckler hi^h. 
To (hade the foa of harmony % 

» Spcnfcr, in his eflay on the (late of Ireland, among other mcafiires 
for reducing this country to perfed fubjeftion, propofes to extir{>ate 
the race of minftrels.— . And JM^fgr^ wkfin be wiflicd to complete th^ 
eonqueft of Wales, put the l)»rds to deach. Poets in all ages hjiv^-tocij 
fiiemls of liberty. 
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And while he fung with ikill profouod, 
A grove of launces briftled round. 

Oh ftill, methinks, thefe wilds retaio> ' 

The tokens of th' heroic tfraio. 

On ev'ry rock below, above, 

Engrav'd I read the patriot love ; 

And hear in ev'ry waving tree 
A voice that whifpers — liberty. 
1 read in ev'ry plant and flower, 
•* *Tis bafe to own a tyrant pow*r,"— • 
The ftream that loudly roaring Hows, 
And o*er the rocks impetuous goes^ 
Would feem to chide, in &ncy's ear. 
The feifi(h aim, th' enervate fear. 

A grateful horror dwells around. 
The powers are near — ^that awful found ! — 
And now, the my flic forms I fee ; 
The genius of each facred tree. 
And you, ye foftcr tribes below. 
That teach the burfting flream to floWj 
I fee you ihoot athwart the glade. 
Where moon-light breaks the cheq^uei'd fhade. 

V Sweet rural powers, be ever near ; 
With awful murmurs fooih mine ear. 
So, ne'er may gothic art invade. 
So, av'rice ne'er profane the fhade j 
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But taJtt prefehre each (acred oak, 
Unconfcious of the woodman's ftroke* 
And Flora fo perfume the plain. 
And bring her fweet tho* lowly train | 
Not thofc arrayed in gaudy dies. 
That proudly court the gazer's eyes ; 
Not thofe that ftately gardens l6ve. 
But humbler children of the grove. 
Sweet as the maid that fways my heart. 
With baHiful charms that know not art, 
Retirement mild, and graceful fear. 
The modeft bhifh, the dewy tear» 

Sweet powers, when thco' thofe haunts I fteal^ 
Your inipiration let me feel ; 
And fee the facred forms of fong. 
Or flately march, or glance along ; 
The frowning warriof 's awful fprite. 
With fword and mail of beamy light ; 
The regal pomp, the knightly train. 
The marfhal'd hall, the lifted plain j 
The virgin that untimely dyM, 
In vernal beauty's rofeate pride ; 
The youths that raourn'd her tomb around^ 
Whole faithful tears bedew'd the ground. 
Oft let me parly with the fhades. 
That haunt by night thefc folemn glades. 
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And let ideal baitfa be near^ 
And aiiy htrpiDgs thrill mine ear^ 
NowlKirftmg loud— now finkbg low— v 
As the varying breezes blow. 
And may I oft a note retain. 
And pour it thro* my penfire ftrain. 

Sweet fcenes by nature fare defiga'd, 
A harbour for the peo£ve aiad-^ 
Another Sorgue* — a new Valclufe, 
And here (hall other Petrarchs male ; 
Renounce the world, their friendi £>n^* 
And banifh joy, and dicrifli wot ; 
Exalt the bold ambidous mind. 
To lore the-firft of humankind, 
And early clos'd in yirgift urn. 
Remember long and fadly indinii.*^^ 
Oh boding mufe, avert thine eyes. 
For that way— that way madne& liev«--^ 
Oh never may I know the pain. 
Oh never pour fo fad a ftraio. 

* Sorgue a river running by Avignon k Provtnce, where Laura it 
Noves the miftrefs 6f Pietinrcfa wat bom. 



ODE TO SINCERITY. 



A.RISE9 in majefty confeft} 

Sincerity^ thou facred day-fpring of the breaft 

Thine eye the felon paffions feafr 

The mental monfters dUappear ^ 

Like prowling tribes^ from Phcebus' ktn^ 

With light unwonted ftruck and aw'd, 

That hide, within the murky den j 

Bafe fear, hypocriiy and fraud. 

Deceit, fikc the hyxna fell. 

And calumny, with ceafclefo yell. 

And low-born craft, and felfifh art. 

Shrink to the inmoft windings of the hollow heart* 

The clouds difperfe — the vapours fly 
Wide o'er th' untroubled plain of blue tranflucent iky^ 
Effulgence mild, fcrencly bright, 
A flood of glory waves its light ; 
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Celeftlal (ymphonies rcfound. 

My heart expands my foul is air— 

A fpirit lifts mc from the ground^ 

I hail the form divinely fair ; 

Yes ^Thou art here th' elated foul 

Exultmg owns thy proud control ;—— 

She coraes-i in majefty confeft. 

Sincerity) the facred day-fpring of the breaft. 

Aufpicious to the race of man. 
The fates ordain'd thy birth ere eldeft time began ; 
And bade the fons of earth, in thee. 
Bear the rich ftamp of deity ; . 
When innocence difplay'd her charms. 
The virgin blu(h of orient dye. 
And courage woo'd her to his arms. 
The chief of haughty heav'n-ward eye ; 
Within the temple of the mind. 
The god of light their wiihes join'd. 
And ev*ry virtue hail*d the morn, 
When thou, their eldeft hope, fincerity, wert bom. 

From crowds and courts thy parents fled ; 
They nurft thee in the low fequefter'd peafimt's fhed ; 
For paiSons vile, with fury fir'd, 
Againft thy tender youth confpir'd ; 
The tracklefs wild and ihaggy glen, 
Where hunters rang'd and lions roar'd ; 
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The cares and huts of faragc men. 

Thine infant footfteps firft explored, 

'Till lurM by freedom's awfid ftrains. 

Thy light adorn'd the greciao j^aios ; 

Then mighty Rome ador'd thy charms. 

And fed thy yeflal flame, amidfttfaedinof arms. 

Thy fifters, truth and Hberty, 
And gen'rous adls and aims thy beauteous offspriDg be ; 
Chafte guardian of the facred cells f 
Where each delighted Tinue dwells, 
The fainted band thine influence boafts ; 
By kindred intuition .fliown, 
From breaft to breaft of beiiv'niy hofts. 
Thro' thee feraphic thoughts are known ; 
The prophet's lip divinely bold, 
Thro' thee was touch'd with fire of old. 
When, zealous for th' almighty's law, 
He fmote the fcepter'd wretefa with (hame and co&icious awe 

Thy pow'r the patriot bofom prpv'd, 
By popular acclaim, or tyrant frowns, unmov'd ; 
And, taught by thee, the fervent toiiguc 
Checks the bold ftrides of giant wrong ; 
Erewhile, in academic (hade^ / « 

Thou led'ft th' ingenuous fteps of youth ; 
And, taught by thee, the porch furvcy'd 
The radiance of thy Cffcer truth ; ^ 
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Thoa with the juf|;,athenian * dwdt $ 

Thy mighty charms the Catot felt ; 

Infpir'd by thee^ by thee fuftain'd* 

The rage of poaic foes proud Regulus difdainM. 

fiat frieodfhip, chief, is aH thine own, 
Sht droops, (he latigaifhes, (he dies, <when thou artiiowA; 
Her foul thou art, her gemal heat^ 
iDforming nerve, and vital beat | 
Thine is the gen'rous ecftacy, 
SufiPufive, mantling o'er the face, 
Th* expanlive heart, the kindling eye. 
The draining of a dear embrace ; 
She flies from art, (he feorns difguife. 
But moft from fraud, and falfehood flies ; 
Thou too miift nurfe the little loves. 
And tend their rofeate bow'rs, their fprings, and myitle groves^ 

And what is Hymen wanting thee ? 
The fiend of dire defpair and cruel forc'cry, 
Evok'd by prieils with muttered fpell ; 
From murky pits of deepefl hell ; 
His fway becomes a tyrant's reign, 
Unlefs thou mak'^ his altar bright, 
His lilken band a galling chain, 
ynlefs thou Icnd'ft his torch thy light ; 

[ -* Ariftidcs. 
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His altar clfe will foon exhale, 

A lurid fmoaky a pois'nous gale ; 

His torch a ftygian brand become* 

To guide the mourner's foot, and fliow th' untimely tomb. 

Chafte nymph, may ne'er brutality, 
Or fplcen, or rancour bafe, or favage cruelty, 
AfTume thy form, thy name profane. 
To give the feeling bofom pain ; 
May woman^s foft and pliant foul 
Thy pure refining cares employ^^ 
Left fafhion, with her vile control, 
The native innocence deftroy. 
By monitors unworthy taught 
To hide th' exalted glowing thought. 
Or education's fordid toil 
With crafty and meaq difguife the -virgin bofom foil. 

Where mazy paths of life divide, . 
Thy pure and fteady jight, (hall be my faithful guide ; 
full oft decciv'd, believing ftill, 
Diftruft (hall ne'er my bofom fill ^ 
1^0 — till I fink in endlefs fleep. 
Thy wonted influence thou (halt hold ; 
My tongue thine hallow*d law (hall keep. 
Not rudely firm, nor harfhly bold ; 
Come, fill my foul, inform my heart, 
Prcferve me pure from fordid art, 
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Unbrib'd by wealth, by powV unaw'd^ 

To flatt'py's menial talk, or bafe degeo'rate fraud. 

Chafte pow'r ! if, ftill, vdth hallow'd awe. 
From earlieft youth, my tongue hath kept thy laW| 
UnUafs'd from the fteady plan, 
By fortune's frown, or fpite of man, 
Thy facred guerdon let me find. 
Some kindred foul, refponfive heart ; 
His eye ihall read mine inmoft mind, 
I'll make him of myfdf a part ; 
But never let me pcoye the fting. 
That in the wounded foul doth Ipring, 
When poor credulity muft mourp. 
In fad funereal weed, round parted friendfliip's vtq. 

One dearer bleffisg, yet, be mine. 
And lijfe's afpiring aims, and pageants I refign ; 
Gire me Ibme faithful female breaft. 
And let my weary foul have reft ; 
Too long, too long, with many a wound. 
My heart hath bled where moft it lov'd. 
When feeking thee, deceit I found ; 
And hop'd for truth, and falfehood prov'd ; 
Give me, if fuch a maid there be, 
A maid informed by truth and ^ee, 
Untainted, in this cruel age. 
With fatal thirft of gold, and diiBpation's rage. 



ODE 



TO m 



MOON. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



ALMOST all writers are liable to the miftake, of iiippoFing, that 
"jwhat U perfe£tly familiar and intelligible to themfclves, muft be equally 
plain to their readers ; and this is an abundant fource of obfcurity. I 
muft confefs I was under the influence of this error, when I firft pub- 
llflied the Ode to the Moon, and coniequently was not a little furprifedj. 
to find it arraigned for obfcurity and want of conne<£lion. I had like 
Gray, on a fimllar occafion* paid my readers the compliment, of fup- 
pofing them fo well informed and intelligent, as to render notes expla- 
natory needlefs. Byt I found myfelf miflaken ; at leaft the Reviewers, 
who, by the by, are not always very good or very fair judges of poeti- 
cal merit, were pleafed to remark that m tracing.the errors of the moon, 
1 myfelf had wandered out of the regions of common fenfe. It may not 
be amifs, therefore, to apprife the reader, that my object in the fol- 
lowing poem was to coUeft in one view, the moft remarkable proper- 
ties of the moon, her beauty and fplendor, her utility, her power of 
producing the flux and reflux of the fea, ^the imaginary qualities at- 
tributed to her by ancient mythology and fable — the influence, 
which Ihe is now fuppofed to pofllfs over the vegetable and animal fyf- 
tem, and above all, her powerful efTe^ls on the human mind.— Such 
was the fcope of this poem ; the nature of lyrical compofition would 
not admit that I (hould detail this plan, or purfue it with the fulnefs and 
precilion of didactic poetry ; but if the indulgent reader will take the 
trouble of carrying in his mind this Iketch of the writer's deCgn ; 1 flat- 
ter myfelf, he will find the Ode to the Moon neither wholly obfcurc, 
nor devoid of method and connexion. 

* See Grays advertifement to the progrcfs of poetry, a pindaric ode. 



ARGUMENT. 



- THIS moon invoked, from the bowers, where, according to the old 
mythological poets, ihe is fuppofed to keep Endymion entranced.— In 
ivhat imperial majefty the full moon appears, iurrounded by the flars 
and planets, while ihe and they, according to the platonic notion, roll 
on, in their relpeflivc courfes, to the mufic of the fpheres. — ^Thc ap? 
pearanccs produced, by th^ moon's gravitation to the earth, as her pri- 
mary pbnet, and to the fun, as centre of the iblar fyftem — The effeft 
of thefe two different gravitations, fbmetimes confpiring, fometimes op- 
pofed to each other, compounded with the progreffive motion of the 
^oon, along with the earth in the terredrial orbit round the fun to 
confound the form of the lunar orb, and render the motion of the moon 
f;metimes direct, and fometimes retrograde. — The progrefs of the moon 
thro* the clouds and meteors of heaven, in her nocturnal courfe.— Sup- 
pofcd power of the moon in fhedding mifts and vapours, and commu- 
nicating certain powers, whether noxious or falutary, to plants and 
lierbs ; and alfo of diffufing certain vapours or exhalations tliat have a 
powerful effect on the human frame. — Beauty and utility of the moon's 
light— the beads of prey and midnight fpoilers avoid it.— Effect of gra- 
vitation towards the moon in producing tides. — Effetfb of the moon, in 
changing the weight of the air, that prefles on the ilirface of the hu- 
man body, and thereby difordering the brain. — Defcription of madnefs — 
Of a mad-houfe— An amiable young woman deprived of reafon.— Per- 
fons of genius and (Irong imagination more liable to madnefs.— Mad- 
nefs, in fiich perfons, a more melancholy fpedade from a recoile^on 
of the fad reverfe.— The author deprecates from himfclf, that greateft 
of all calamities, lois of reafon. 



O D H 



M O O ft 



Changeful orb, myftenous powv, 

Look from the meridian tow'r. 

Where, with thy lov'd Endimion biding, 

Morpheus keeps 

The fount of dewy fleeps. 

The boy's fbft eyes In downy trances hiding. 

And wreaths around his head 

No common flow'rs-, that bright and gay 

Coart Aurora's wanton ray, 

Or bold and obyious o'er/thje field 
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To ragraot gale^ their flauatiog bofomf yield; 

But flowVsy a facred birth, that chaftly bloom. 

Drink the moiftare of the gloom. 

And in the morn expire, within their rirgin bed ; 

Or bands of vapour light 

As goflamer, and whit9 

As drifted fnow. 

And lucid as the dawn. 

Or gaily-tindur'd fillets drawn 

From heav'n's ailuring bow. 

Changeful orb, the (bng infpirc, 
Deicant bold, unwonted fire ; 
Let the numbers range, like thee. 
In harmonizM variety ; 
Let me feel thy potent (pell. 
Let thy magic influence dwell 
On my brain. 

And vibrate thoughts, and kindle words. 
And teach the full-relbunding chords, 
"Po (peak the wonders of thy proud domain. 

When feated, like a youthful queen. 
By meaner beauties circled round, 
'Midft hiav*nly choirs in ftate majeilic feen. 
Thou com'ft with light imperial crownM, 
The {pints, that with guiding hand 
Planets roll, and ftars command, 
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Poor the choral warblings wide. 

Bid the deep melodious tide 

From orb to orb* y from fphere to fphere. 

The floating waves of mufic bear ; 

The liquid notes thro' fpace unbounded thrillf 

And fua and earth and ftars the diapafon filL 

♦ The planets, including the iiin and moon, are fevcn in number ^ 
an obfervation whitli indantly reminded the ancient philofophers, of 
the heptachord or feren firinged lyre. This lyre comprifed two te- 
trachords, united by one common found, which in the diatonic genus^ 
gire the following ieries of tones : fi, ct, re, mi, fa, fol, la. Suppoie 
the Moon repreiented by fi. Mercury will then be rcprefentcd by »^, 
Venus by re, the Sun by mi, Mars by fa, Jupiter by fol, and Saturn by- 
la ; thus, the diftance of the Moon fi to Mercury ut, will be a femitone; 
that of Mercury ut to Venus re, will be a tone ; that is to I'ay, the <!if- 
tance from Venus to Mercury will be double that of Mercury to the 
Moon. Such was the firft ceieftial lyre. 

Two firings were afterwards added, to deiignate the interval b^ 
tween the £arth and the Moon, and the difiance from Saturn to the 
fixed ftars. The two tetrachords, comprifed in this new lyre, were 
Ibmetimes fuppofed disjun(\, and (Imng according to the chromatic geiuK, 
which gives proportions between the ferics of ton.s, different from 
thofe of the diatonic. Here is an example of this new lyre. 

flUST TBTKACHORD. 

From the Earth to the Moon - - a tone. 

Prom the Moon to Mercury a half tone. 

From Mercury to Venus . - - a half tone. 

From Venus to the Sun x • a tone and half. 

SECOND TKTRACHORD. 

From the Sun to Mars « - a tone. 

From Mars to Jupiter - - a half tone. 

From Jupiter to Saturn ' - a half-tone. 

From Saturn to the fixed ftars - a tone and half. 
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From the goldea fount of mora* 
Rifing with replenifh'd horn 
To pour the floods of undulating lights 
O'er the level plains of night ; 
Thou doft, with divided care, 
Thrid the mazy path in air ; 
And now, thy (ifter earth with fond afFeftion tend. 
Now, to the fun with humble rev'rence bend. 
And oft return, with kind delay. 
And often feek, as lovers ufe. 
Some amorous excufe, 
Near the kindred orb to ftay» 

As this fcale gives feveii notes inftead of (lz» which complete the 
o£lave, the interval from Saturn to the fixed ftars, and that from Venu^ 
to the inn, is fbmetimes dimini(hed, by a tone, in order to obtain the 
moil perfe^ of conibnances. Other variations have been introduced 
.into the fcale) by placing the fun below, inftead of above^ Vcdus snd 
Mercury. 

To apply thftfe proportions to the diftances of the heavenly bodies, 
each tone is fuppofed to be equivalent to 126,000 iladia, 4762 leagncs, 
and afluming this for an element, there was no difficulty, in meafur- . 
ing the diftance between the earth and the ftarry heavens. This fpace 
xncreafes or diminifhes as the proportion is more or lefs attached to cer- 
tain harmonical proportions, in the preceding fcale, the diftance of the 
ftars from the fun, and that of the fun from the earth, are in the rati» 
of a fifth or of three tones and an half.- 

Such was the chimerical fyftem adopted by the lively imagination of 
the early philofophers of Greece ; refpefting the harmony of the celef- 
dal bodies. The foregoing account is extracted from the travels of 
Anacharfis, vol. 3, page 184. of the engliflh. tranflation. 
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Hark ! thy pied coarfers beat 
The ftarry-pav'd retreat. 

With founding hoof, and rolPd thro* many a cloud 
That the (ilver axles (hroud, 
HalfrevealM, 
Half conceaPdy 

Thy glittering chariot moves from far ; 
While, beneath, in frolic maze, 
Glancing quick the meteor plays, 
And elemental fquadrons ru(h to war. 
It moves, it dafhes round the treafures 
or future mifl, and hail, and ftorm, and rain 
Heap'd along th' etherial plain. 
Lightly o'er the iky 
Difperft they fly, 

Or feeking earth in gentleft fhow'rs. 
Bathe, but bruife not vernal flow'rs. 
And feed Pomona's hope, and (hepHerd's, luftv pleafures. 

Oft, in thy path thou meet'ft the wain of night ; 
At firft, with wild affright. 
She ftays her dufky team. 
Fearful, left the god of day. 
With rude ufurping beam, 
Had rufh'd, tofeizeher old legitimate fway; 
But foon difcems, in thee, 
Th* affociate of her reign. 
O'er th' illimitable wafte domain ; 
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And now» from terror free. 

In gratulation bland. 

Her dewy gifts (he pours, with bounteous hand 

Diftill'd from baneful flow'rs. 

The tribute falls in chilly (how'rs. 

From {learning mine, or putrid fen, 

From noifpme cetls of dying men. 

The city's crowd, the reeking forge, 

The carernM vent, where inward flames dilgorge, 

Empoifon'd elements arife, 

Night, along th' expanfive fkies. 

In urns of lead coUeds them all, 

Concentred bane, on earth to^ fall ; 

The cold foUnum, deadly yew 

Circled round with vapours blue. 

And ev'ry plant that Colchos knew, • 

The copious feeds of evil drain 

By thee fiiblim'd ; — each verdant vein 

Labours with juice malign and d^rk. 

That taints the vital flood, and kills the genial fp$rk. 

Many a fubtile fprite 
Floats in thy magic light, 
Sailing wanton here and thjere. 
Touching wide at evVy fphere ; 
And, as the bee, with chemic pow'r, 
Some virtue draws from ev'ry flowV, 
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From ey'ry lucid orb that rolls along the flcy, 

Myftcrious charms, and ftellar things 

Of high pervading influence brings. 

Then ftoops for good or ill to men, 

And thro* their pores 

Inftills the wonder-working ftores i 

They nimbly cputfe, they throb, they beat, 

Thro' ev'ry ?ital feat ; 

Swifter than glancing thought. 

Some ilrange efFedt is wrought. 

That calculation (hames, and ftudy's Tauotive kea. 

When thou wouldft thy poifonsbleqd. 
And on earth infection fend. 
By the halo round 
In a magic circle bound. 
Thy beams retire j 
And, mix'd and temper'd there 
With exhalations breath'd from Saturn's fphere. 
Contagious blafl and livid death tranfpire. 

But now, on milder purpofe bent. 
Thou bid'ft the noxious damps recede. 
And forth thy gracious me^engers are fent. 
With fdver light to clothe the mead ; 
Along the dewy green. 
Where fairy prints are feen, 
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Along the mountoin's hoary fide, 

Along the ftreams that fmoothly glide, 

G'cr the hanJet, o'er the lea, 

O'er the gently-fwelling fea. 

Where they tremble, where they play. 

O'er the fpire and cafUe grey. 

The waving trees, thefuUen waftc. 

Thy beams, a gorgebus robe, their floating tiffue calf. 

To thee the fcreech-owl cries. 
The wolf to thee, and all the tribes of prey 
That fliun the honeft day. 
And flirink from human eyes. 
They call thee not to gild the midnight hour ; 
They deprecate thy pow'r ^ 
They cali thee, with a duflty cloud, 
Thy beauteous face to (hroud ; 
Till the nightly fpoil is won, 
Till the feaft of blood is done,^ 
'Till the hand of fleep is fpread 
O'er the eye-ball glaring red. 
And deep within his den the glutted favage lies. 
Nor beafts alone that prowl for food. 
More farage men thine ihfluence feel : 
Thy virgin prefence daunts 
The robber, in his haunts ; 
Th' aflaffin ftays th' uplifted ileel,. 
And, when he fees the victim nigh, 
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Md when the poojrard thirfts for bloody 
Smote by thy facred eye, 
^e feels an icy dart 
Transfix his coward heart, 
^^d flies. 

At thine awful call. 
From their wat'ry hall, 
Where pillar'ct waves fuftain the dome. 
And fretted vadts of fculptur'd foam ; 
The rifing tritons pipe around. 
Their fiftp- nereids at the found advance. 
They join m myftic dance. 
And roll the treafures of the vafl: profound^ 
An offering due to thee. 
Whatever thine influence be. 
Apparent queen, 
Of fpells, and myftic works, and witchery unfeea. 

Ha ! — ^it flaflies on my brain- 
Give me — give fome horrid ftrain. — 
Th' * incumbent air confefle^ 
The baneful freight 
Of lunar beams. 
Shot forth in viewlefs fireams ; 



* Dr. Mead in his treatife de imperio folis et lun^, endeavours to ac- 
count for the influence of the moon on the human brain, on the fame 
{principle of gravitation, by which Sir Ifaac Newton explains the theory 
pf tides. 
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And» with unwonted weighty 
The brain to chaos prefTes. 
-Either falls— it cniftics 
Thought— *the blood with tide unequal raiheii 
, Hurried, hurried thro' the veins. 
Throbs, and wild tumultuous pains. 
Fiercely thrilling, keenly beating. 
With infernal ardours heating ; 
Aiid now — fubfiding to a leaden flow 
Still and languid, cold and low. 
The black infedted fluids feebly creep. 
Like thofe lethcan ftreams, where ghofts for evef weep. 

Madnefs, with her moody band, 
Qwns thy pleni-lunar hand j* 
Her matted locks in wild amazement ftare ; 
With fiery red her eye-balls glare ; 
Her mouth fuffus'd with bloody foam. 
In airy voids her glances roani 
To feek the forms of pain ; 
And ah ! no voids to madnels — {he 
Peoples them all with dire variety j 
Demons circle round her head. 
Harpies tend her thorny bed, 
And lakes of fire expand, and feas of blood, . 
And fury pafiions jar, 

* 1 have rifqiied the Word pleni-Uinar after the example of Miltpi?, 
"i^ho has the cxpreflion " inter-lunar cave." 
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With wild tonpeftuous war, 

And fhapelefs horrors rife, and (hades that kiU^ 

And eyer-yarying clouds of namdefs ill. 

Along the dire horizon brood : 

A thoufand forms of guilt, cemorfe and pain, 

AU hideous hateful things compofjb her fullen reign. 

Stranger to repc^, 

A deadly pale her hoUow cheek o'erflows ; 

Smote by the fumn)er*s fun and winter's wind, 

The reillefs corfe widi eager fami&e pin'd $ 

And now, with rending hand her hair fhe grafps,' 

Now to her naked breaft the galling chain fh6 clafp^^ 

Madnefs, I know thee by thy yell, 

Eldeft bom of hell. 

Oft, at midnight hour, 
Madnefs, I've musM befide thy bowV. 
The walis preclude the human Hght, 
The roof alone receives the light ; 
From th€ living tomb. 
Thro' the filcnt gloom. 
Faintly darts a Gckly gleam ; 
The nightly taper fends a beam. 
To mark the chamber of difmay. 
Where, reriiov'd from light of day, 
The tortur'd wretch is bound ; 
No parent, friend, or cpnfoft nigh. 
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The clanging whips refound. 

The horrid keeper's frown is there. 

The (hrieks of rage, and pain, and fear 

O piteous was that moan ! 

And nowy a deeper groan 

Succeeds— -the ftruggle of imprifon'd breath, 

71ie long <lrawn note of agonizing death. 

Paufe, oh ! paufe, thou din of fear ; 
Thro' the darknefs gliding mild* 
Far other ilrains I hear, 
Sweet as woodland notes and wild; 
Strange melody— they fink— and now they fwcll \ 
Tales of unconfcious mifery they tell ; 
Burils of fairy mufic flow, 
Softly-foothing founds impart 
Pangs, that harrow up the heart, 
More than fhrieks of woe, 
More, than confiiding nature's cry, . 
When direft forms of death are nigh ; 
When torments fearch the quiv'ring vein, 
And weary life tontends with pain ; 
They tell, how very foon. 
In happy being's noon. 
In vernal beauty's rofeate pride, 
When hope with , promife warm, 
A {id pleafure's halcyon charm, » • 
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In fmiliiig pro(pe6ty (how'd the level tide ; 
A fultry blight, a livid flame, 
I^evouring madaefs came 
And challeng'd for her own the bud of youth, 
And teeming gems of piety and truth, 
And bade her ruthlefs demons rove* 
With hurried ravage, thro* the gentle mind, 
And tear that brea^, by heav'n affign^d. 
The fair unfuUied fhrine of innocent love. 

But frenzy chief, with fierce control. 
Goads, goads the tuneful foul ; 
Lo I by her hand, in fhiver'd fragments hurPd, 
The facred mirror, that expreft 
The maker's image, full confeft. 
In faireft forms of this fublunar world ; 
The feelings all in outrage borne ; 
The wond'rous net perplexM and torn, 
Where mem'ry erft, by genius taught, 
Immortal vidons caught ; 
A viewlefs train, the furies fpread 
Their mantle o'er the poet's head ; 
Hell-painted texture, warping round 
A curtain clofe, a gloom profound ; 
With horrid ftrains all holy things they chacc, 
And pour th' expanfive veil o'er nature's goodly face. 
flo more, the mind, with grateful change, 
Tl]L* ideal train arrays j • 
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Faocy no (norcy in ample range^ 
With young CKation plays ; 
One dread unvaried form is nigh, 
And fills, for ever fills the fafcinated eye. 

Oh ! dim eclipfe of reafon's light ! 
Difaflrous night ! 
Without all hope of day ! 
When o'er the moon terreftrial fhades prevail. 
And plunge in hlood her vifage pale. 
With pious hand a votive crowd 
Clafh the pealing cymbal loud. 
To free the ftruggllng ray ; 
And folemn ftraios, and mutter'd fpells refound. 
To chace the fpirits of the vaft profound. 
That rife, with impious powV, 
To feize her hallow'd bowV, 

And give the realms of night to ftygian (hades a prey. 
But fay, what ilrain (hall wifdom find, 
What fpell, to free th' eclipfing mind ? 
That Hebrew minflrePs hand of yore. 
The troubled (pirit could reftpre. 
The virtuous numbers fiow'd like precious balm, 
And o'er the wounded foul diffus'd an holy calm \ 
They flow no more.^ 

O moon ! thy radiant ftreams I drink, 
^wake to feel, and calm to think, 
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I fee thine orb of filver w^nc, 

I fee thee fill thy crefcent horn, 

I fee thee chafe the ftarry train. . 

Slowly melting into morn. 

Enjoy thy charms, and hail thy ray. 

Free from the terrors of thy fway : 

But fhouldft thou, in thy future path^ 

Behold me marked by hear nly wrath, 

A ipedacle, to (how mankind 

The melancholy wafte of ruin'd mind j 

Should madnefs come, with horrid phantafins fraught^ 

To taint the fource of thought ; 

And blear illufions ftnfe invade*, 

And Qotions vain the mind o'erfhade. 

Soon may thy filken luilrb ware 

P'cr my new-made grate. 

* In this paflage, 1 had in my mind £bme obfervations in Dr. Arnold'? 
treatife on madnefs, an ingenious work, and well worth the attention 
of the reader.-- *.He divides madhefs itlto two fpedes— ideal and no- 
tional — blear illufion is intended to point out the former ipecies, the 
latter is defigned under the defcription of notionf vain. 
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IRREGUI^AR ODE. 



OH thou, thatxan'ft to being lend 
It's brighteft charms, thou fureft friend. 
Of poverty and toil ; 
Oh come, in ruflet ftole arrayM, 
Sweet blooming child of ftrength and tempcrince. 
Capricious, lovely maid. 
In meafures light, thy fportive fteps advance. 
Round thee call the zephyr band. 
Lead the pleafures, hand in hand, 
Innocent and gay delight 
Young ideas, fancies bright. 
The meaneft things thy fmile endears, 
The darkeft fcene thy prefence 'cheers. 
While borne around on gladfome wing, 
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Thou bid'ft the peafant at his labour fing. 

And force fubfiftence from the rugged foil ; 

The fcanty comforts of his humble ftatc 

Afford a brighter fate, 

Than all the pomp that eailern throues difplay. 

Barbaric gold, and gems, and proud imperial fway. 

When health was born, the expanfe of nature fmil'd j 
And brighter flow'rets deck'd the fpangled earth. 
In gratulation, at the birth, , 
Of that auipicious child ; 
The fong of birds rcfounded thra' the groye. 
And all the living kinds renewed their leagues of lore. 
Nor Mars with hoftile influence reign'd. 
Nor leaden Saturn had th' afcendant gain'd ; 
The dog-ftar flept, within his lurid fphere ; 
And each afcendant orb, and every pow''r 
That {Cellar influence fheds, 
0*er created heads, 

On that aufptcious hour, % 

Rofe gentle and benign. 
Of love, and peace, and bleft fertility the (ign ; 
The ftar of Venus fhonc with peerlefs ray. 
And pofted to the twins, to meet the god of day^ 

When blefled, bfeflcd health was born. 
Nor blighting wind, nor taking air, 
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Nor gloomy cloud, nor torrid* glare 

Deform'd the goodly morn ; 

Nor whirlwind ploughed the fait profound| 

Nor earth-quakes heav'd the trembling ground. 

Nor comet rolPd his dire portentous train. 

Nor wav'd his horrid hair, to ihake from far. 

Fell harbinger of human pain. 

Famine and pef^ileace and war ; 

The foft'ring fource of light and life was feen, 

Alltemp'rate and ferene. 

To hold his glorious march, 

And fweep his path oblique, along th* ecliptic arcb. 

The dryads brown and oread maids 
Nurfl thee, 'midft their hills and (hade$. 
The naiads bore thee to their coldeft fprings. 
To Directs fountain, Peneus chilly 
And Aganippe's limpid rill. 
Full many a rural found 
Lull'd'thee to fleep, 

The low of oxen, and the bleat of fheep. 
Or voice of tender kid from airy fteep j 
And fhepherd's pipe with artlefs note, 
RefponCve to the linnet's throat. 
Borne on the breeze, and undulating round. 
1 hen wert thou cradled on the zephyr's wing» 
With fofteft down o*erfpread ; 
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The breezes wav'd around thy head. 
And tofts of goflamer-compo^'d thy iiefl« 
Yiom heath and thyme, and ev'ry herb, that grovi'S 
O'er the fteep mouptain's lowVing brows^ 

From ev'ry filken bell, and flow'ret pale ; 

That paints th' enamell'd tale, 

A thoufand balmy fweets the genii ftole ; 

Purfued the bees ned^areous toil, 

Then wafted round the fk^agrant fpoil, 

And winnow'd the bland air, their treafures to difpenfe. 

Fled, from the noifome damps, and glooni profound^ 
That wrap the populous city round, 
From luxury, that finks on beds of down, 
And revel fwoln and pale, 
And firen floth's enchanted bowVs, 
With fun-burnt reapers, and the woodman brown, 
IVe feen thee breaft th' invigorating gale ;— 
And draughts of life with every breeze inhale«— • 
Hark, thatjolly, jolly fong.— 
Behold the ruftic throng ;^ 
Crown'd with wheat, and mountaia flow'rs, 
With jocund fteps, they pace the mead. 
And harveft home in blamelefs triumph lead.— 
I've feen thee, health, anticipate the dawn. 
Pacing with footfteps light, the dewy lawn ; 
And heard thee call thy florid train ; — 
" The' hounds uncouple, fwell the horn. 
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*• feeat the covert, roufe the mora ; 
•* The ftag unharbour'd feeks the plain^ — 
•• Down the rallies, up the fteep^ 
<* Let the ftraining courfer fweep. 
•* Let him da(h thro* coverts dim, 
•* Thro* the roaring torrent fwim ; 
«« To yonder city turn thine eye, 
" Where brooding clouds of dark infe<5lion lie j . 
" Come, trace with me, the meadows fair, 
«* And drink in life and joy, with draughts of pureft air- 
Along the tawny fands and fhelves, 
IVe heard, with thee, the billow's roar, 
Dalhing on the pebbled (hore ; 
Andfeen thee fport, among the dapper elves; 
Wher'e-e'cr the birds of ocean roam. 
That Ihrilly fcream, and wander wide. 
Light they tread the briny foam. 
Light the fea-born gale beftride ; 
While the tritons, from beneath, 
. Fill the conch with vocal breath. 
Piping to th* unwieldy floCk, 
Of feals andorcs, and monfters of the main. 
That leave the dark recefles of the rock, * 
And roll along the liquid plain ; 
Obedient to the call, they feek the land. 
And bafk, profufely ftretch'd, on hills of tepid fand. 
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Of^ hafl thou fled, capricious maid. 
The haunt of freedom, and the plains. 
Where patriot ardour glo,ws, 
And cv'ry art and ev'ry fcience reigns : 
And oft, <thy wayward feet have ftray'd. 
Where, groaning with the gold of fouthem Ind^ 
Indignant Tagus flows.— . 
Why doft thou love to dwell. 
Where clouds of ignorance impervious roll, 
Heap'd, each on each, a leaden atraofphere ;— 
Cheerlefs and drear ? 

Thine influence cannot reach th* infeded foul: 
For rutklefs tyranny, combin'd 
With fiiperflition's fouleft forrn^ 
From dungeon deep andmonkifh cell^ 
Sends forth the lurid ftorm, . 
That, fcatter'd wide, the bloom of genius bears ; 
Wild, from the root, the growth of virtue tears. 
And glooms a tenfold night, on man's imbruted mind. 

And why, capricious maid. 
When youth and innocence invoke thine aid, 
Why fades thy dimple fleek, 
Thy rofeate hue, from the fbft virgin's cheek ? 
From plain to plain, from flcy to iky. 
Her weary fteps thy flight purfue ; 
Per gentle fighs thy prcfence woo j 
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Stilly fiill relentlers doft thou fly; 

And in thy place, a ruthkfs band, 

Difeafes keen, extend their iron hand, - 

O'er the foft manfion of untainted thought, 

With dawning hopes, etheria! wi(hes, fraught f 

And thro' the kind and peaceful breafi, 

While weary pantings ftay the laboring breath, 

With fome unwonted weight opprcft, 

Unutterable anguifti fpread. 

Then finks the beauteous head, 

In early doom unmeet. 

Drooping with the d^mps of death ; 

Lik? a fair lily, pale and fwcef. 

That mourns the north-wind's tyrant powV, 

Or on its ilalk declines, beneath the driyiog fhowV^ 

Oh health, how blindly dofl: thou rove ! 
Thou deareft gift of heav'n, 
Like gold, at random giv'n ; 
Caufelefs, alike, thine hate and love. 
Why, from the bounteous hand and noble heart, 
Profiifely doft thou run. 

To pour thy golden boon, all froward as thou art, 
On Epicurus' fty, and riot's thoughtlefs fon ? 
Why blaft the lover's hope, ^tid maiden's truth } 
Yet, with licentious youtb| 
|n feats of riot dwell ? 
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Where msnades infuriat« howl. 
And, chaogM by that enchanted bowl, 
Circean monfters yell ^— - 
Why tM, with wild defire, 
Unhallow'd thoughts to feed, 
And wake licentious deed, 
In tides of purple fire. 
Throbbing, burfting every vein, 
^Till frenzy fire the heated brain ? 

Capricious nymph, why doil thou fiee. 
When anxious myriads wait 
Th' eventful crifis of the public weal. 
And raife the fuppliant hands, and eyes, and voice to thee i 
Ev'n while a fingle breaft. 
With patriot cares pofleft, 
A fingle arm, with warlike might endued. 
Devoted to the tafk of public good, 
Suipended, holds a nation's trembling fate. 
" Come, radiant health, from that fcrene abode, 
" Faft by the throne of God, 
*• The darling of our wiflies heal ; 
** Oh hear a nation's cries, and with our guardian ftay ! 
Far diflant borne, thou wing'ft thy way. 
Nor doft thou leave a blank.— -When thou art fled, 
The family of pain 
Advance, a pale and ghaflly train, 
Ruthlefs and dread. 
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To blaft th' exertions of the godlike m\nd. 

That grafps the expaniive weal of human kind. 

And humble, in the daft, th' elated thought. 

With wifdom's glorious birth, and heav'nward proje^s fraught. 

Capricious maid ! 
Then, haply, thou art found, 
Stretch'd on th* unwholefome ground. 
In flumbers fweet and found. 
With the poor toil-worn peafact laid. 
While rains the ftraw-qrown'd tenement pervade ; 
Or in the damp and chilly cave. 
Where fparry volumes from th<? roof 
Fantaftic wind, 

Sole flieltcr' from the pelting ftorra, 
When whirlwinds drear the face of things deform^ 
And.eafe, and peace, and pity fly aloof. 
With the poor outcaft wanderer. 
The meagre wretch, by cold and famine pin'd. 
That ftrays, he knows not where. 
While lightnings glare around and terapefts rave I 

Why doft thou fteel the ruffian's raurd'rous arm, 
And giant frame, to work the mortal harm ? 
Why pour the mifcreants forth, whom rapine feeds. 
Beneath the fhades of night, to prowl for bloody deeds ? 
Why, from the north attend the fwarming cloud, 
7 hick, thick as locufls warping on the wind, 
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A fierce relentlefs broody 

Athirft for human bloody 

The brutal hordes with defpotifm combined ? . 

Wide o'er the defolated plains they crowd. 

They fweep, with diflbnant and hellifh cry. 

And raze the ftrufture fair of heav'nly liberty. 

Shall fuch, exulting, own thy precious boon ? — 
Oh blaft their impious hope ; 
The monflrous rout of God and man^ccurft. — 
I lee th* almighty arm in Tengeance bar'd, 
The miniflers of wrath prepared ; ^ 

Infedions, heap on heap, fubdue the noon. 
And tow'r in columns to the fiarry cope. 
Famine and death, in ceafelefs torrents burft ; 
And withering damps, and filent flaughter ipread 
A thoufand forms of death on ev'ry noxious head. 
And blafphemy refounds, defpair, and frenzy reign, 
And defoiation ftalks along tlie flooded plain, 
With ftroke continuous, while the maker s hand. 
Smites, fmites the rebel band 
That mar his beauteous work, and fcorn his high command. 

Oh let me from the fcene of horror flee ; 
To genial climes and happy iOes, 
Where lovely nature fmiles. 
Like beauty's queen, emergent from the deep. 
While on the level brine the fun-beams flccp, 
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I haftc thy votary. 

With vine-leaves crown'd and duflerg fair, 

O blefTed health, thy radiant plumes expand ; 

Winnow the buxom air ; 

And beckon, o'er th' atlahtic main, 

Exhaufted pleafure's jaded train. 

To where thou tak'ft thy ftand. 

High on th' aerial cliff, 

To mark the tempeft-beaten fluff, 

Or pace, with thee, Madeira's breezy (trand. 

Where art thou fied, borne on the blaft. 
Wide o'er the illimitable wafte ? 
On tropic winds, I fee thee hurPd 
To greet tlie genius of the fouchem world. 
Far, in thy flight, thou (hoo'ft the vale^, 
Where Java's poifon loads the gales. 
In lonely majefty retir'd. 
He dwellsj where (ea-bom gales pervade 
His iflcs, with torrid ardours fir'd 5 
And giant plants diffufe impervious fhade. 
Where thoufand fpeckled foakes refbrt, 
And painted birds of thoufand hues difport. 
Say, dofl thou fcale with him th' o'er-arching ft^ep. 
Where trees majeilic fhade the deep, 
And in the brine their foliage lave. 
Or nod in cadence to the wave ; 
Or range, where herbs profufe enrobe 
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The verdant fliore. 

Or the dark (hades explore. 

The fan^luaries dim of Syhaa and of Pan, 

Imperyious to the foot of man. 

For leaf, or flow*r, or fruit of healing might, 

To fcare the ghaftly forms of wild affright ? 

Ordoflthou, to the falutary land, ' 

Invite the way-worn band, 

Whofe vent'rous keel hath circled round the globe ? 

The hardy failor's heart within him droops. 
And the proud warrior's creft in dire'deje^oQ ftoops ; 
To thee, with faint and feeble cries. 
They raife their hands, they raife their fwimming eyes ; 
Nor raife to thee in Tain : 
For, from the floating cell, 

Where fleams raephitic dwell, ' ' 

From briny exhalations of the mait), 
That (hoot their fubtle darts thro' ev'ry pore, 
Ey'ry feat of life explore. 
And, mix'd with ev'ry vital flood, 
Arrefl the putrid mafs of lingering blood, ' 
Thou calPfl th' enfeebled crowd, 
The victims pale of glory or of gold. 
And bid'ft the gales for them their wings unfold, 
Now, whifp'ring foft, now fweepiag Ipod ; 
And life, and vigour, from the ground. 
In cryftal ftreamlets, gulh around. 
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In bolder tides, from cv'ry part, 

The blood returns, to man the heart ; 

In ftronger pulfe, the daring brcaft. 

With high-born energy pofleft, 

Smit with facred love of home. 

Throbs, again the waves to roam ; 

Courting danger, fcorning toil, 

Th' exulting train the billows fweep. 

The keel vidorious ploughs the deep, 

And hail, with tears of joy, Briunnia's happy foil. 

Come, UefFed pow'r,^ enlarge that infant's (pan ;• 
An harrow'd bofom fpare. 
And make my child thy care ; 
Like fome pale rofe bud, fading on the tree,* 
Nipt by an envious wor^n. 
Or blafted by the ftorm. 
Behold him droop. — 'Tis not for him I aik ; 
Self-love, thou may'fl: not wear affeAion's ma(k ; 
'Tis for myfelf ; for how can I refign 
The fond anticipation of the praife 
Attendant on his riper days, . 
When it (hall be my boaft to call him mine ?— - 
Twixt prefent cherubim and future man. 
Hovers his trembling entity ; 
Come, with a portion of thy flame. 
To nerve his limbs and a^uate his frame ; 
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And bid th' expanfive aogel, now c6nfin'd 

Within his little form and mind> 

To weaknefs, varied wants, unvaried pain, 

Put forth his vigour, and the heights obtain. 

Of genius and of worth, that palms eternal gain. 

The hopeful dawn unfolds a ray. 

Prophetic of the fhining day ; 

Mature benevolence informs his fmile. 

And manly meaning lightens from his eye. 

No feature his, to low'r with hate and guile. 

To fmilc in treachery, or look a lie. ■ 

Oh fpare my child, that fond parental love 

May fee what nature bade the darling prove. 

Hope, hope, what art thou ? Oh for ever fled, 

My beauteous child is dead.* 

*This laft flanza was added after the death of John Emilius Prefton^ 
the author's fon, a hopeful infant, who died at the age of three y/ears. 



SPEECH, 



OLD SAVAGE TO HIS SON: 



WHO, IN A WAR WITH A NEIGBBOtrRINC TRIBE, WAS PREPARING 
TO BEAR HIS FEEBLE FATHER ON HIS BACK* ' 



NO more, my fon ; thy pious 'care is vaxo* 
Bow not thy back, with age's ufelcfs weight. 
I am not worth prefenring : wouldft thou wifti mc 
To drag about a loathed crazy mafs^ 
A vile memento of ftrength's frailty^ 
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Cumb'rous to othersi giieroiw to myfe!f. 
And die of old-age, Kke a dog or chriftian i^r* 
Thou wert DOt,form'd« to bear a weak old man* 
Our god thy limbs with adive vigour bracM» 
. To range the foreft and overtake the foe ; 
Sinewed thine arm, to fpeed the lance of deaths 
Bend the tough bow, and cleave the flying creft !— 
Thus did thy father, in his day of ftrength ;— 
And thou, my fon, be juft unto my fame ;*-> 
Be brave, and praife thy father in thy deeds ; 
That diftatit tribes may fing thy praife, and fay, 
" His father fure was brave, and fed his fon 
" With Jblopd of conquered foes ;"— ^an^ fo I did ; 
Wl>en, ftreaming warm, it dy*d thy little lips. 
And thou didfl; grimly fmiling, give a promife 
Of maidy fiercenefs. — But if thou be weak, 
'<* His father taught him," will they fay, "to lie, 
<* Stretched in the fun, and drink the chriflian's liquor, 
« Thato^kes a naap a beaft I" — But, hark, my fon ! 
The foe's at handy — ^begbne, — thy brethren call thee 
Forth, to the fight-of juflice, tarry not ;• — ,„ 
Rufh to the battle, and preferve thine infants ; 
That one day they may fight, and deck their belts 
With the ufurping chriflian's fcalp, and train 
Their children's children, to the cry of battle ! 
But firfl ftrike here ; leave not thine aged father. 
To feel their rage, whofe kindred he has mangled ; 
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Nor let bis torturM members feaft the fight 

Of thofe that hate him and his tribe f — Farewell^ 

Be kind and quick. Th j lance be (harp as now. 

Thine arm as ftrong, my fon» in all thy warfare ! 




OFFA AND ETHELBERT 



OR, THK 



SAXON PRINCES, 



TRAGEDY. 



ARGUMENT. 

OFFA king of Mercia, was a prince, who had fome great qualities; 
he made many additions to his donnnions, by force of arms ; and in- 
crcafcd them ftill further, by an a£t of the moft horrid treachery and 
cruelty, towards the end of his reign. Though the kings of the Eaft- 
Angles, who had never been powerful, had long been in a ftate of de- 
pendence, on the mercian monarchs ; yet, they ftill continued to en- 
joy the title,^and many of the prerogatives of royalty. Ethelbcrt, who 
at this time, governed that fmall ftate, was a young prince of the 
moft amiable perfon and chara^er, beloved by his fubje^s and efteemed 
by all the world. By the advice of his council, he made propofals of 
marriage to Elfrida, daughter of Offa, which were favourably rcr 
ceived, and he was invited to the court of Mercia, which was then kept 
At Hereford, with all his retinue^to conclude the match. When he ar- 
rived there, attended by the chief nobility of his kingflom, he was re- 
ceived with every appearance of joy find refptCt. Amidft the fcftivity 
of the entertainments which took place, on this occafion, he was bafely 
murdered, by command of OfTa : and, tho* Elfrida, who abhorred her 
father's treachery, had time to give warning to the eaft-anglian nobi« 
lity, who efcaped into their own country, OfFa, having extinguiihed 
the royal family, fucceeded in his projeft of fubduing that country ; 
but did not long furvive the vi£tim of his ambition. — This treacherous 
prince, defirous of re-eftabling his charafter in the world, and perhaps 
of appeafing the remorfe of his own confcience, paid great court to the 
clergy, and pra^tifed aU the monkilh devotions, which were To much 
cfteemed in that ignorant and fuperftitious age. He gave the tenth 
of his goods to the church ; beftowed rich donations on the cathe- 
dral of Hereford ; and even undertook a pilgrimage to Rome, where 
his great power and riches could not fail of procuring him the papal 
abfolution. Such is the outline of this tragedy given by our hiftorians 5 
from which I have only varied in adding the two chambers of Sigebert, 
and Juftus, and iuppofing that Ethelbert fled, and was killed in his 
flight by command of Offa ; and that Elfrida accompanied him ; for 
the perfon^ge of Bertha, and her fatal paftion for Ethelbert, are not 
wholly without hiftorical foundation. See the firft volume of Hume's 
fnglan4. 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA, 



MEN. 

OrrA, Kln^ of Mercia. 

Ethelbert, King of Eaft-AngKa, 

Arddlf, Friend to Etheibert» 

SiGEBERT, Minifter to OfJa. 

Elia, an Officer in Offa*s army. 

Justus, a Religious. 

Ebba, an Officer in the army of Ethelbert. 

Messenger, 

Priests, choristers, guards, and attendants. 



WOMEN, 

Bertha, Wife to Offa. 

Elfrida, Daughter-to Ofla. 

Ajlwina, '\ Virgins attendants on Berths^ 

Edburga, V and Eifrida. 



ACT I. S C t N E L 

Afequejlered grovt, 

Ethelbeat^ ElfridA) hhwivkk at a/matt dt/iance, 

Ethelbert 

All hai], beloved fhadesy how my (bul cling$ 

Round ey'ry plaoty that this deep gloom embrowns. 

Herefirft I breath'd the fighs of love j and here, 

My fweet Elfrida, with an angel blufh» 

And downward eyes> confeft her fbft regards 

For happy Ethelbert. — Ye fbrs of night, 

Chafte moon, and thou bright mefTenger of daw^> 

And thou great orb of day> bear witnefs all ; 
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Tot ye have feed me tread the hallowM groiiod 
With pious feet, and heard my pray'rs and tows^ 
Bear Witnefs to my truth. 

Elf. Yes, Ethclbert, 
Heav'n and all nature witnefs to thy truth- 
The gales, that whiiper, waft it to mine ears ; 
The cheering fun imprints it on my heart. 
In beams of joy and gfadnefs; All I fee. 
And all I hear, a voice and language take, * 
To tell me, th«u art true. Yet have I marVrfy 
P^or jealous watchful are the eyes of love, 
Amidft a thoufand dear and gracious proofs. 
And fond expreifions of the mutual heart, 
Afudden gloom, like envious clouds^ that rife] 
To fteal away the gfednefs of the morn. 
And ftain with tears the fl^orid cheek of May.^ 
Come, let me fhare thy grief* 

Ethel. My beft Elfrida, 
Tis difficult, indeed, to hide the foul 
From love's all-feeing eye ; and truft me, dearefl, 
rTwere foreign to my wifh, as to my pow'r. 
From thee to veil my thoughts. But wherefore mar 
The prefent good, or wound Elfrida's breaft. 
With randoni doubt, or jealous difcontent. 
Which the next moment nuy di^erie ? With thee^ 
I would be pleafure all. 1 be gloonzy cares 
Are vaniih^d at thy fmile. 
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^If. Alvay, you iatt^fen 
Vou lore me not, prince Ethelbert, 'with dare , 
Vour heart is fick* Your tongue has now confefti 
What oft your looks aflur'd me ; yet Elfrida 
Is deemed unwotthy. 

Ethel. Hear the truth i thy father — 

Elf. Can Offa, pattern of heroic worthy 
Whofe realm, whofe court, whofe heart are ever open 
To fofter rifing virtue ; and whofe deeds 
Arc ever fquar*d and levell'd, by the rule 
Of truth and honour, can he offer ought^ 
To ftain a royal welcome ? Thou art here^ 
Choice of his heart and fav'rjte of his hopes. 
The deftin'd hufband of his darling child. 
His word is plighted. 

ElheL Thou haft touch'd the wound. 
That rankles in my bofom. True, his word 
Is plighted* as thou fey 'ft; yet, why I know not, 
With Cruel art he dallies with my love, 
And wrings with hope delayM my fickenM foaf j 
Winds up defire to madnefs, and wears out 
The ftrings of Jrfe-— When I would urge my claim j 
His brow is clonded with a fudden gloom ; 
Jtie ftarts, and fighs, and in a tone fevere — ^ 
•* Enough, princ€ Ethelbert, another hour 
", May fuit this thcm€ ?'* — ^Then calls me to the chace. 

Elf. So fully bleft, in what the moment yields, 
To fee thee and be near thee, thine Elfrida 
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Hath fought no more ; nor fcnt a wifh beyond 
The prefent hour, to fcek for difcontcnt^ 
In hope's illufive form* 

jiltv. Princefe/ retire. 
1 hear the fteps of men beneath the fycamore»i 
That mix with hazel (kirt the weftern path. 
Where royal OfFa for the chace is wont 
The chiding homids uncouple. 

Elf. Break we off. 
At dawn to-morrow, if thy fteps (hould tread 
Thefe precinfts, we may meet. 

EtbeL lAy heart goes with thee. 

{Exeunt Princefs and Alwinsr 



SCENE II. 

.£thelb£rt and Ardulf. 

^rd. Will you not hunt, my lord ? your royal hoft 
Demands your prefencc^ and the fprightly fteed 
With noftrils wide fnuffs the light air, and fpurn« 
The founding earth. The bowmen fit the nerve 
To the tough yew,, while with an hundred tongues^ 
Symphonious cry, the hounds falute the morn. 
And echo from the craggy ftecps, and woods. 
And Hoping lawns, and hollow glades around 
Returns th* enliv'ning challenge. 
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EibeL *T\% m TaiDj 

A liftlefs weight <m aQ my feofes hangs 

And finks my weary ipirit. 
jfrd. Let the chace» 

And feaft and minflreify, and love's delights* 

jyifycX the gloom. Forget thou art a king 

Refponfible to myriads^ and to heay'n. 

For delegated pow'r; and play the courtier. 

The humble courtier, at a rival's board ; 

To ihare his pleafures, and to grace his train. 
Ethel. My worthy Ardidf, venerable friend. 

To whom a more than filial love is due. 

For cares beyond paternal, thy reproof 

Hath f lerc'd my heart ; for well I know, that wifdom 

!Zealous for me, and, what is dearer far 

To me than life, my glorj^ guides diy tongue. 

Thy guardian cares, in orphan feeblenefs. 

My childhood ferm'd ; thy fword redeem'd my re^lm 

From hoftile inroad ; what in arts or arms 

Or manners I may boaft^ if ought I may. 

Are due to thee. 

Ard. Opprefs not with applaufc 
Unmerited thy fervant. What I did 
Was but a fubjcdl's- duty, and fell (hort^ 
Fell infinitely fhort, of what I ow'd 
Thy royal fire, who rais'd me from the duft. 
If thou wilt praife me, let thy noble adls 
Po juftice to my precepts ; that the worI4^ 
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Applauding thee, may (ay, great Ethelbert 
Perform'd in manhood, what Ue karn'd id jouth^ 
From faithful Aidulf. 

EtbeL Think not, good old man. 
Thy leffons Wiifted j well I know the ties, 
That bind me to my people. Well I know^ 
I live not for myfelf. I pant for i^me, 
And feek it only in a nation's welfare. 
Yet, Ardulf, let thy foul, however mature 
In years and wifdom, to the days of youth 
Revert, and fomewhat fare thou wilt indulge 
To heat of paflion, which has ever feiz'd 
1 he beft and nobleft minds. 

ArcL Alas ! my lord, 
Nor danger to the ftate, fo long bereft 
Of royal cares, I mourn, nor for thy fame^ 
Though dear as life ; but my prefaging foul 
Sinks, to behold thee thus within the gralp 
Of Mercia's pow'r, whofe kings, from fire to foD| 
Are Anglia's fcourge and terror. 

EtbeL Noble minds 
Will fhnnk abhorrent from the traitor^s arts. — 
Would Ofia, think'ft thou, ftain his royal rpbes 
With blood of him, who on a monarch's faith 
Bides at his court ? Are not our mutual vows 
Of friendfhip plighted ? Have not folemn oaths 
Combined our kingdoms, long to wars a prey, 
In leagu? of holy peace ? And by the bond 
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Of dear conne^on to iecure thefe lies, 
Hath he not giv'n to happy Ethelbert 
The daughter of his bopes ? * 

Ard. But why delay^ 
With ftudied art, yguraiiptiidi? Whycoalunie 
In firiTolous delights the Ivi/h'd hpurs. 
Which Offa well could hufband, were he not, 
Rovig^as hefeemsy intent, by policy. 
To ihare thy noble nature, and relax 
With pleafure's honey'd bane thy youthful mind \ 
Ethel. Could 0£i be dius treachVous i. 
Ard, Doubt it not I 

Thy potent voice, from Arvan*8 fertile hanks, 

From ftormy Humber, and the fea-beat fhore. 

Might call the hardy bands, and pour them fortbi 

To viCt on the mercian plaint the wafte 

That Penda's* ffliy fpread. He views thee, prince. 

As ihepherds view the royal lion's whelp. 

And in his paws yet foft, and infant fangs 

Andcipate the ravage of the fold. 

Hence, with the nets of beauty, with the cords 

Of ftrong defire, the filken toils, of love 

Pe feeks to fnare thy feet, .to wrap thee round. 

And drag thee to the pit. 

[^Sound of hufitert horns is heard at a dtjlance* 

* Pend» was a predeceflbr of Offa on the mercian throne. He was 
perpetually at war with the neighbouring fta.es, and remarkable for 
^U i^trocioiis cruelty. 
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S C E k' E IIL ;''' 

Enter Bertha and Eo«u|lG4? 

Ser. Hear you noty prioce. 
How yoQ are fummoiiM? With the merry horoy 
OfFa reproaches your delay* The flag 
Is DOW unharbour'd* 

EtheL At a future hour i^de to Ardulf, 

We will purfue this theme ; for trnft me, Ardulfy 
The dark furmifes of my fccret thought 
Too well accord* with what thy love has urg'd, 
And prudent caution ; were we longer abfent [to Bertha. 

OfFa would chide our floth, elfe beauteous Bertha, 
I would not fly thee, 

Ben Haflen to the chace ; 
And joy and pleafure go with Ethelbcrt. 

lExeuntEihtlbtxtandAtdvl^ 

S C E N E IV. 

Bertha and Eoburga. 

Ben The horn awakes the chace, and warlike OfFa 
Leads forth to-fportiye fields the gallant youth 
WKom oft he led to combat. War has fheath'd 
His cruel fword ; and no\v the piercing cries 
Of wretched dames, for fons or hufbands torn 
From their embrace are bufh'd. The realm is calm, 
And all things in it, fave the tortur'd breaft . * i 
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Of Bertha ; there confli£ling paiEons wa^ 
Eternal warfare. Tell me, my Edburga, 
You faw the pageant pafs, what youths with Offa 
Purfue the flag ? Yet wherefore fhould 1 aik? 
Young Ethelb^rt b there; when he is prcfent 
All other objedls fade ; all eyes and tongues 
And fpirits dwell on him, and htm aldne. ' 
Thy looks, Edburga, fpeak a lively feeling. 
Thy words an apt and pregnant underftandiag ; 
What is thy judgment, fpeak withput diiguife^ 
Of princely Eth^lbertl 

ES. My gracious miftre(s. 
It ill befeems a poor and lowly maiden, 
Whofc thoughts fhould be all humble as her birth. 
To gaze on high, and with prefumptuous glance 
Appreciate the merit of a king ; 
Yet will I own, fince you demand my thoughl;, 
Were I a princefs, or the king of Anglia 
An humble peafant fwain, I were nioft happy. 

Ar. Had I been born a peafant girl, no laws 
Had frown'd ftern interdid on love. — Ah wretch. 
And traitrefs to thyfelf ! — what guilty thought^ 
My bofom harbours, and my rebel tongue 
Would fain avqw— rEdburga* wonder not. 
To hear my lavifh praife of EthelberL 
Think not 1 love him ; heav*n forefend, that love 
Should teach a matron, from her plighted lord 
To wander, €y'n in wifli. — —No, Bertha's foul 
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Impaffire to the guft of fain deflre 

Retains her wedded vows v May qnitk deftruAon 

Cape to devour me, ere I ftain the faitb 

To rOya! Offa giv'n ; but gratitude — 

£S. JVe heard, that gallant Ethelbert preferfVl 
Year facred life. 

Ben And truly baft thou heard. — 
One mora ; o ftill to cruel memory 
That morn is prefent. Qfia chac'd the flag. 
King Ethelbert was there ; I join*d the band. 
At Offas fide I rode, and talk'd with Ethelbert $ 
Sweet flow'd his honey'd accents» and difcouiie 
Begoil'd the moments^ ere our (port began. — 
'Twas where yon rirer. through th' impending woods 
Winds its uncertain way. Thou feeft the tuft 
Of gnarled oaks> that, floping from the rock 
Peer into the d^ep gulph» and overhang 
The blackening eddy. 

Ed^, There the b^k abrupt 
* Seems fhatter'd, by a rude conTul$Fe (hock 
Of ftartling nature. 

£rn Then, a narrow path 
Skirted the river's verge — There pafs'd the ftag $ 
The hounds purfued, — I prefs'd my foaming fteed^ 
^ Fir'd with a youthful ardour, which perhaps 
My fex ill-fuited, to the dangerous paft . 
The treacherous foil gave way, and down I funk. 

Edb. Alas ! for pity— by what faving pow'r ?—■ — -» 
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Ber. Tlirke I cmcrg'd ; thrice o'er my fated head 
Roar'd the devouring deep. Theo, Ethelbert, 

His danger at the fight of mine forg<^eD9 plung*d 

Into th* abyfs ; the fourth time, as I rofe, 

His left hand feiz'd my treiTes, with his right 

He flem'd the flood> and bore me to the land.-^ 

Oh better I had perifh'd ! 
EiJb, Gracious heav'n I 

Who then is happy ? Siire> the circling hours 

Waft bleffings to thee, on their golden plumes, 

And hover round thy head, widi fond delay. 

To pour down treafur'd joys. The mighty heart 

Of Mercians kin^ wife, brave, munificent. 

As teeming autumn, beats Yor thee alon?, ' 
preventing all thy wilhes. 

Ber, Yet Edburga, 
There's not a wretch, that crates this burthen'd earthy 
A flavie, whofe tears bedew the land he tills, 
^rom an harfh lord to gain the bitter morfel. 
That lengthens out his courfe of pain and bondage. 
Would change eftates with me, could they but read 
The fecrets of my heart ; fome monftrous doom, 
Awaits me fure ; — ^would I had ne'er been born 1 

Edb. For heav ns dear lake, recall your wand'riog thoughts. 
Your eyes are b^nt on vacancy, a wildnefs, 
A fearful wildnefs, o'er your vilage reigns.-^ 

Ber. Would I bad lain expos'd amidft the wild, 
j[a helplefs infancy^ or oo the betch 
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£tr*n as t did for thee, to fart from dcatfi 

The pooreft pe«fiuit ;-*— -yet iiht meaas arc tbiqc 

Would OTcrpay ten thoufand fold* 

Bn-. Oh I fpeak» 
That eager gratitode may fly tofwvc thee,-* 
Like guardian fpirit» wovld I wiit thy call i 
All eye, all ear^ all quick iotelMgence, 
To fee> to hear, atfd execute thy will. 

EiheL More than my tutelary faint or angel^ 
This hour thou couldft* befriend me. 

Ber. Say, what boon 
Can Etbelbert demand^ and I withhotd ? 

Etheh A truant to the cares of royalty. 
And alt the dutieif, that my faithful fubjedl* 
May juftly efaim ^ I linger here, the (lave 
Of am'rous hope and trembling expe6)!ation^ — 
Why thefe averted looks? eyes bent on earth i! 
Why heaves thy breaft ? 

Eer. *Twas but a tranfient pang 
Shot through my bofom. I am often thus.— -* 

ElheL i know thou can'ft, with foftly potent fwayy 
Demanding nought, yet all obtainbg, bend 
Stern as it is the mind of royal Oflfa ; 
And were thine influence employed, at hours' 
Of kind compliance, when the expanded heart 
Ev'n to its fanfiuary accefs yields. 
To urge the claims, that from my realm an alien* 
'Have bade me count twice ten revolving moOns^ 
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A fojourner with OfTa ; then Elfrkis, 

Already mine^ by Mercia's plighted faith) 

Were mine by nuptial rites. — ^No more her fife, 

AVhofe eyes are ftill vnfatisfied with gazmg 

On her fre(h opening beaodcst would wkhboldher 

From my warm prayers.——— 

Bar. He ever will withhold ; . . 

And ever fhall ; if Bertha's cries aitd tears. 
And bended knees have pow'r. Was it for this?-^ 
Oh I am mad !— -To pander for your love— • 
To mediate nuptial leagues^ and fend the daughter 
Of warlike OfFa, whofe vi<5torious name 
Bears terror through this ifle, from wealthy Merck, 
The proudefl: of dur Saxon ilates» to fhare 
Within thine humble Anglla's narrow bounds. 
And little court, a queen in miniature ? 

EtheL Heav'ns ! what Gn of mine 
Hath rousM thine hatred F^— 

Ber. Sayft thou, Ethelbert, 
My hatred ? — Hate thee,-— couldil thou read my heart ! 
Oh could its thoughts and feelings with the curroat 
Of vital blood reveal'd and feofible 
Before thee Bow, this hand ihould aim the pqnyard^ 
And warm expreffion gu(h in purple tides ! 

EtheL If ever Ethclbert b Bertha's eyes. 
By wifli, or word, or fond obferrant a£t, 
Hath favour found } if e'er that gentk heart. 
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As furc It has, confeft the powV of k)?te ; 
Learn from thyfelf to feel for Ethelbert. 

Ber. The pow'r of love !— to feel for Ethelbert !>— » 
Feel what ? — Perdition— whither am I driv'n ? 
One ftep — and I am hurryM down the abyfs. 
Peel— feel— I feel too much. — O Ethelbert* 
Farewell, farewell, 

EtheL O fly me not in anger. 

flay and blefs me. Tell me» that Elfrida^ 
The guerdon of my long and faithful love I 
The wifhy the promised bleffing of my life. 
Shall yet be mine. 

Ber. No — fboner let deftrudtioa 
Come fweepiDg on us all. EHHda thine-f — 
Oh nej^cr, never. — Hence ; avoid my (ight ;. 
Thy looks arc poifon to me. 

£l/)eL Gracious heav'n t ' 

1 {(and confounded. — I conjure thee» (peak. 

What means this ftorm of paffion? Why fhril^k back. 
As from ibme hateful and accurfed thing 
That threatens life ? 

Be^. And wherefore an thou good. 
Wife, brave, and gentle ? Why art thou adom'd 
With evVy grace, to win the coldeft heart ? 
Thefe are thy (ins. Heavy^ indeed, they are. 
They have deftroy'd ray peace. 

£theL Deftroy'd thy peace? 
What fatal myft'ry lurks beneath thy fpecch ? 
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I view thee, with fuch revercDtial awe. 
As fuits a parent's wife. 

Ber. Cold-blooded prince ! 
A parent's wife — and reverential awe — 
Can rcvVence fuit with love ? — A love like mine. 

Ethel. Like thine !— for whom ? Thy flrange myfterious woi '> 
Fill me with doubt and wonder. 

Bar, May'ft thou doubt. 
And wonder ever. May the fliades of night 
Conceal it. Never may the tell-tale breeze 
Whifper it in the deferti From myfelf 
I fain would hide it. But through (hade and (ilence. 
To me too palpable, it glares, it founds 
For ever, ever prefent. In the grave, 
When earth fhall cover me, with Bertha reft. 
Thou namelefs monfter of abortive thought. 

[^Here^ In her agitation^ Jhe drops the pi8ure of Ethelbert from 
her bofom ; he takes it up. She Jhrieks and endeavours to 
wreft it from him.] 
Ethel. Ha ! what is here ? — My form and lineaments 
Find place in Bertha's bofom. 

Ber. 'Tis betray'd— 
The guilty fecret. — To diflemble now 
Were unavailing. Hear then, • Ethelbert, 
A fecret, which I thought no pow'r of torture. 
Keen harrowing up ray flefh, had ever taught 
This tongue to utter, that the heart of Bertha 
More than the light, and air, and hopes of heav'n, 
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Loves thee. Thou art hs ^rmg, its vital heat«<— > 

On cv*ry pow'r and fun^ion of mj foul 

The wafting aflame has prey'd ; nine weary fnoons 

Have vicw*d my (hame and forfbWs. 

Ethel. Do I awake ? 
Can Mercians queen, the pride of faxon dames — 

Sure, fome illufive demon mocks my fenfe. 

With founds diflcmbled. 

Bir, Hear me, king of Angfia ; -^ 
The bonds are rent, that fettered my refblves, 

Referve, and fear, and female decency. — 
Where fhall the fpirit ftay, tliat once hath darM 
An outrage on our fex's pride, a fhipwreck 
Of all we dearly prize ; a bold avowal 
Of love illicit? — By thofe fcaldihg tears. 
That flow, like molten lead, and fcorch me up, 
I would not hurt thee ; but my furious foul 
Stung with defpair, and fcorn, kiid felf-reproach. 
May commune with the fiends, and call them rouDd, 
To bathe in blood, and lay a fcene of horror 
. That both our realms (hall mourn to lateft time. 

[Exet^K 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 



jin jtparttnait in the Palace of Offa. 

Berth Ay alone* 

Wretch that I iim ! cnlhar'd in jaffion's toil. 
Befires illicit winding xound my hcait. 
Up-rear their dragon crefts ; Itifs in mine ears ; 
And fHng. my foul to deadi. JReraorC: and fiiamie 
Cliog to me, like a vc&nent ^^ in venoni 
Confume my flefh, thriU anguifh thnongh my frame^ 
And taint the vital flood Ye faints of grace. 
Angels of mercy, lend «k force to break 
The dire enchantment.^— Ethelbert— ^Elfrida*-^ 
It may not be. — Thofe names together founded 
Are an accurfed ^U, that conjures up 
The blackefb forms of mifchief. !Never, never^ 
By name, or hand, or .nuptial rite, Elfrida 
With Ethelbert fhall join. That fatal hour 
Heav'n witnefsto my vow, for Bertha dead 
Leads forth the fun'ral pomp. But how avert 
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Tfcc blow ? Thofe arts, which long delay'd it, faiT. 
Fond of his daughter as he is, and bound 
By ties of plighted faith, ray lord moft yield. 
Ha ! — to my wi(h this crafty ftates-man comes 
Moft opportune. — O welcome Sigebert. 
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Enter Sigebbrt. 

Not lefs thy years mature in fege experience! 
Advance our mercian weah by peaceful arts. 
Than conquering OfFa by the blood-ftain'd fworcL 

Stge. My royal miftrefs, ill this partial praife 
Suits a defpis'd old man. There was a time. 
When OfFa yet was new to cares of ftate 
And found his fceptre heavy ; then, the voice 
Of Sigebert had powV: 'Tis feeble now, 
'Midft noifc of youthful fpirits, who confiding 
In what alone they underftand, the (word. 
Would fend the man of peace, with droning monks,.- 
O'er books and beads to wear his life in cloifters. 
Yet haply 'twere not ill for Mercians peace. 
Might this poor voice be he,ard; . 

Ber. In dear rememb'rance 
^f grateful thought, my lord retains the tirac^ 
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'When, by thine iofluence ]ed« th' afl*embled chie& 
Of Mercia's wide dominion haiPd him king» 
As yet a youth ; ere his vi^orious arm 
Tore from th' ufurpcr's brow, the diadem. 
Yet now, the (bv'reign of a rival ftate, 
A jealous (py, and ancient enemy. 
Can biafs him, with more prevailing fway, 
Than thole, who form'd and led his early years, 
Thro' paths of glory to this height pf pow'r. 

Sige. That fmooth and beardlefs king, with flowing hair 
And glozing fp^eches comely as bis form. 
Hath won his 'heart. — ^Why, he will fit all night. 
To hear him touch the harp, and fing foft fongs 
Of love and dalliance. He that had no joy. 
Save in the thought of war, and godlike dreams 
Of added empire, wears day after day 
In chace and frivolous delights, to pleaie 
His guefl ; as tho' he would become, like him, 
A tripling monarch. 

Bep. Say, good Sigebert, 
How deems thy wifdom of the nuptial league, 
So foon to be complete ? 

Ssge. As of an aft, 
That, with a fpendthrift wantonnefs, repels 
Good fortune from our doors. The prefent hour 
Offers, what, neyer fhall a future bring, 
jp Mercia wealth, pow'r, and fecurity, 
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Ev'n now to Hamber» ind the northern nmtt, 
Might OfTa ftretch his fcoptre. 

Ber. Well and juftly 
Hail thou conceived, what MerCta's weal demattdsi. 
. Shall OfFa, greateft monarch of this tfle, 
Beftow the darling of his hopes and ctfci 
On the poor fov'reign of a petty &ate» 
Which only holds a kingdom's foonding naiae» 
By his forbearance ? 

Sigc, Why ihould Anglia lean^ 
On Mercia, as a prop, when wiier counfels 
Might tarn her weakntfs to if\xt fbength ? Subje^ed 
To Mercia, fhe wotdd yields not crare fopport ; 
And prove beft feather in her eagle wing 
For conqueft imp'd.— -Why feed the hungry foil 
Of Anglia with our fatnefsi and engraft 
On the firm trunk of the majeftic oak 
That (hades the plain, and yields to beaft and trav'ler 
Shelter and food ; an unprodu<5live bramble I 

Ber. 'Tis yours alone fron^ fuch diigrace to (ave 
Your native land. And (hould your happy arts 
And influence o'er the king avert the blow— ' 

What praife, good Sigebert, were yours ? 

Sige, The tafk, the praife be thbe } for who, like theci 
Can OfFa*s fpirit temper ? — Since the day 
Thy dazzling beauties from the gloomy thought 
Of Emma dead, and ftem ambition's care, 
JleeaU'd him firft to tread the flow'ry pa^hs 
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CM* lore and pleafure.— Cenius of his foul 
£nthron'd faprerae $ thy hand can minifter 
It's dements and feafons ; bid them fwell 
To vex the land with ftorm, or footh them down« 
In melting calm« and foft'riog influence. 

Bar.. True, I may fomething boaft ;— yet, for too highly 
You rate my pow'r ; for with contending fway. 
My rival in his heartt Elfrida's craft 
"Will with ittfidious tfsu-s th' iraprefTions mar 
That I have laboured. . Thus, with filent lapfe, 
The ftealing waters from the flinty rock 
Efface the graver's toiL 

Sige. Oh doubt not thou 
My zealous efforts ; and if I retail 
Fow'r with my lord, the next autumnal fun 
ThatfHine on Anglia fhall embrown her harvefU 
For Of&, and their reapers hail him king. 
, Ber. Behold, my lord approaches.— On hi$ brov 
Care is imprinted, and his whole demeanour 
Marks the fierce conflid of contending paffions 
That rend the wavVing mind. I will retire. 
But thou the fubjed of our prefent converfe 
Urge home with timely fait, and heav'n to fpeed. 

[^w/. Bertha, 
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S C E N .E III. 



Offa and Sigebert. 

Of FA, qfiJe. 

DcluCve phantom of o'erwecning pow'r. 
What art thou ? Canft thou fill the boundlefs wlfti ?- 
I feel thou can 'A not ; for each new pofleflion 
Serves but to goad me, with incrcafe of appetite. 
To feck extended empire. What is fame ? 
What is this unfeen bleffing which bids kings 
Defile their hands with blood, and wear their days 
In care and tumult ? 'Tis the giddy fhout 
Of worthlefs multitudes, or venal fong 
Of minftrel,N chanted at the revel board. 
What is the wifh, which my recoiling mind 
Scarce to herfelf confides, which like a viper. 
Half peering from it's dark retreat, ftarts back. 
As of the gaze impatient ? Night by night, 
With thoughts envenom'd my repofe to fting, 
It lurks beneath my pillow. The hour is come. — 
I muft decide, for with a lover's ardour. 
Which may not be delay M, young Ethelbert 
Pemands completion of our royal word.— 
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Shall I then ftain with guiltlcfs blood the laurels 
So dearly purchas'd ? and forego the praife. 
From virtuous deeds redounding, which furvives 
In good mens hearts^ and like the precious incenfe 
Od god's high altar kid, afcends to heav'n ? 

Seeing Sigeb^rt* 
Oh fave me, Sigebert ; thou com'ft in time, 
To fave me from royfelf. Ne'er did my foul 
So need thy counfels. 

Sfge. Wherefore fhould I fpeak ? 
Alas, ray lord, there was a time, when Sigebert 
Might fpeak, with confidence ; bpt well he knows 
That age which weighs his body to the duft 
Hath humbled his repute ; and (hould his counfel 
Be now required, 'tis but to footh his pride, , 
An old man's pride, in gratitude perhaps 
For fervice paft. 

Offa, In proof how much I prize 
Thy counfels, hear, what pride would fain conceal } 
1 hy mafter's mind, which never with defign. 
From virtue fwerv'd before, now fludtuates 
Twixt good and ill, and entertains a doubt 
If faith fhould bind a monarch. 

Sige. Apd a king 
May fometimes, juflly, entertain a doubt 
If faith fhould bind him, when the ftrift obfervanc^ 
^ould contravene the welfare of his ftate. 



Fierce and impetuous. In vain, my rampart ♦ 
Rears his majeftic length, to curb the foe, 
From the wide outlet of the winding Dee, 
To where the Wey, with founding torrent, joins 
The Severn's mighty march. 

Stge. Thofe aged knees 
I bend, which never bow'd before to man. 
Not for myfclf I pray, my fand of life 
Hath little fpace to run, and only feeks 
Leifure and grace, to call my fins of youth. 
To folemn audit, for thy future fame. 
And for thy fubjeds, and their childrens children, 
For whom the prefent hour to lateft time 
May peace and wealth fecure, with fupplications 
Humble, as men fhould to the deity 
Prefer, 1 kneel. 

Ofai Arife j for good or ill 
Thy voice decides the conflict, call Elfrida. 



lExif Sigebcrty 



I muft polTefs my daughter of our purpofe. 
Her young affedtions are on Ethelbert 
So fix'd and rivetted, that it will need 
A parent's whole authority, combin'd 
With fofteft blandifliment and fond perfuafion^ 
To mold her will obedient to my wifh. 

* Alluding to the dike and mound of Oifi*. 
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SCENE IV. 



SiGEBERT returns with Elfi(ida 

Elf. I learn from venerable Sigebert 
My father feeks my prefence ; and have hafted 
To know his honourM will. 

OJa. Attend, my child. 
Thou ftill haft been obedient to my wifh, 
And, well thou know'ft, with fond folicitude 
I have prevented thine. The hour is come, 
If an indulgent father's tendernefs 
May challenge a return, to (how thy mind 
Nor heedlefs, nor ungrateful to his love. 

Elf, Why fhould my father thus, with circumftancc. 
And hint imperfed, half reveal his will, 
And half withhold ; as doubtful of my duty ? 
Heav'n knows this heart, my daily orifons 
Have been > in thought and deed, to pleafe my father. 

OJa, Well, 1 will prove thee then. Canft thou rcfign 
The wifh moft inward to thy heart, which hope 
Hath, like a child, it's mother's pride and toy, 
Nourifli'd with amorous thoughts, and images 
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or fond delight ? I know the facrifice 

Moft painful ; well I fee th* impaffion'd ftorm* 

n"'is, as 1 ftiould command thee pierce thy heart ; 

Or tear the precious apple from an eye. 

But what were duty, what in fight of heav'n. 

The palm of virtue, were it's ^raftice eafy ? — 

You ftart and tremble. 

Elf. Oh! my deareft father. 
You taught me firft to look on Ethelbert, 
As on my future lord. My heart is his 
More than my own ; but 'twas my father's boon 
Not mine ; and now, it may not be recalled. 
Part of my being, with my heart ftrings 'twinM 
Is the ilrong tie, that binds me to his fate. 
Like a young plant, my Io?e for Anglia's king 
Hath grown beneath your hand j you faw it rife. 
And daily water'd it, with lavifh praife 
Of his endowments. Would you root it up. 
And caft it forth, now, in the blooming promife 
Of fair and golden fruit ? This fatal change 
Your words import. 

OJa, Now anfwer me, Elfrida, 
Meet were it, that the father to the child 
Should render ilrifl account, of all the motives. 
That a<^uate his will ? Suffice to fay ; 
Dear as my life I prize thy happincfs. 
But reafons cogent founded in the weal 
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Of Mercians ftate, and pradent policyi 
Demand this (acrifice. 

Sigfm Yes, beauteous maid, 
Moft nearly it concerns the good of myriads 
Prefent and future, that the high-born daughter 
Of Mercia (hould rcjeft the proffered nuptials 
Of Anglia's monarch. Maidens, in their longs 
Thy praifes (hafl rehearfe ; and learned hiftorians, 
Amongft illuftrious dames that fav'd Aeir country, 
I^cord Elfrida. 

EI/. Why is this ? What morfftc'r 
For light too hideous Itirks in myftery ? 
Why am I thus befct ? Upon my knees, 
O lov'd, rever'd, <lear author of my being. 
To thee I fall. Behold my ftrean^iog tears ; 
Spurn me not from thee ; by the fainted ihade 
Of my departed mother. By the charge, 
Giv'n with her laft ethbraces, when (he join'd 
Our hands in hers, then, cold and damp with deadly 
And faid — ** Be kind to this, the £rft*boni pledge 
** Of our chaflc loves." — If e*er my natal hour 
With joy fuffus'd thy dieek ; or on thy heart 
Paternal transport rufh'd, as from the 'fight 
Return*d and red with wounds, to thee I ran^ 
And clung around thy knees all cas*d in mail. 
Then in thine arms tirM from the work of death, 
Stooping you caught me, and in tender paffion 
Straia'd to your bofom, whence the blood of foes, 
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Plowed undiflinguini'd from your own, and paiDted 
V'ith crimfon ftreaks your cuirafs. 

OJa. Rife, ray daughter, 
I cannot hear thee pleads and may not grant 
Remiilion of my purpofe ; well thou know'ft 
Thy forrows rend my heart ; yet were I weak^ 
And all unworthy of the crown 1 wear. 
Should ev'n my tendernefs to thee, whofe grief 
1 would raofl gladly with my own redeem. 
Retard me from purfuh of Mercians weal. 

Elf. Ere yet I rife, o hear all righteous heaT*n^^ 
The folemn vow breath'd from a virgin's lips, 
Which in due orifon, both ev'n and morn^ 
Have fought the throne of grace ; if I muft yield 
My lord betroth'dj the huftand of my choice. 
To that authority, which never' yet 
I darM to queftion ; then, the fpoufe of God, 
From this delufrve world will I retire 
A cIoifter*d votary, and in humble weeds 
To bid my beads, and chant the folemn rites. 
And pray, that thou, and Ethelbert may live 
Profp'rous and happy; or arecjuiem.fing 
To fools of flaughter'd wretches, who have falfrt 
In fields embattled, 'viftims of the pride 
And avarice of kings. Thefe little charms 
Fitfting and vigils fhall confume, thefe robes 
And tinfel' ornamc&ts to fackcloth change. 
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Xyffa. Oh rife, ray daughter t fure, a fpirit of heav'n, 
Speaks thro' thine orgaosy for mine alter'd foul 
Noixr loathsy as finful, what it late purfued» 
As wife and laudable. Ye powers of grace« 
Be ever bleft ; that, in due time, recall'd 
My wandering feet, ere yet the fatal mefhes 
Of error's net had (nar'd them paft redemption. 
%r. What then is man ! and what are his refolves ? \jfidi» 

A feather toft by ev'ry vagrant gale. 

Thus fades the air-built pile of Mercians greatnefs* 

PufF'd into nothing, by a puling maiden, 

With a few love flck (ighs, — what I had labour'dt 
' For years, to raife.— Yet will I not defpair ; 

Ambition has relax'd, not yielded whole. 

Her powers oh Of&'s mind. I will eflay him. 

And find occafion apt — when glorious pride 

And prudence (hall, in reafon's balance, weigh 

A kingdom's value, with a woman's tear. 

[i?xi^ Sigebcrt. 



SCENE V. 



Offa, Ethelbert, and'EhftLiDAf 

Ofa, Oh king of Anglia, timely art thou come. 
Here, gallant Ethelbert, receive my daughter. 
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A preTent W4>rthy of a kiiig to give. 
And king to take. Reach me thy haid, £i&ida; 
Long hath this plighted ha^d been thiiiey by ppomife ; 
Now 'tis thine own, indeed. — May houoteous head's 
With blefEngs crown your union,— As the bond 
Of marriage makes you one, fo may the tits 
Of holy peace and aijiptidl amity 
Unite our kingdoms to the Uteft time. 

Ethel, My bofom labours, with it's mighty freight 
Of wild tumultuous j^. A blifsful faiotnefs 
Shuts up my fenfesy flops my failing bse^th. 
Dazzles my fight, and tingles in mine ears.— 
Elfrida mine ! — Hear it, thou ambient ai^, 
And waft it to the fides ; that cherubim 
May catch the found, and join in choral werbljng^ ! 
Elfrida mine ! Behold it, ye chaile ^a» 
And fhed your happieil in^uence ^ urge your fph(sres> 
With fwifter pace, to roll thcij? cycles on. 
And bring the blifsful hour. My gratitude 
For Tpeech too mighty, fhall be fliown in deeds. 

Elf. If, Ethelbert, my tongue, by fecret fear. 
And "maiden (hame reflrain'd, hath hitherto 
"Been filent ; deem not thence Elfrida's love 
Lefs warm, or tranfport, at this bleft event. — 
My lord, my father, — now, thou haft, indeed. 
Approved thyfelf a father, gentle, kind. 
As thou wert ever ; and a fecond tinne 
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Being on me cpnfcrM ; for wfirle I lire 
This frail exigence hscBg^ on Ethdbert. 

OJa, What trahfport fiHs my bofom !— FuH ocmtcntmtnt. 
How fweet thy fmiles, thou child of redtrtyde. 
As, to her handmaid elm, the wedded! vine 
Clings and unites, may th&a ta £theil>ert f 
The pious Egbert, whfr from Litchfield fways, 
With hollowed crofier, Mercians church, to-morrow. 
With prayers devout and tunefuP pfehnody 
Of nuptial hymn, fhoR bkfs your mutuaF vows. 

lExctttiL 



ACT III. SCENE I. 
jin Hall, in the Palace of Of fa. 

Fnier Bekt HA and SiGt a EtiT, 

Bertha. 

■% 
Wondrous old man \ fure wifdom in thy breaft. 

Bides ever, and perfuaCon on thy %s ; 

This happy change is thine* Vain hopes of man. 

And tranfitory joys ! — ^Ev'n now the minftrels 
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Explore the harp prelufive i and rehearfe 
The nuptial fong; — ^the bridal bow'r is deck'd ^ 
And fond Elfrida mbves» in regal trim. 
To metft her Ethelbert. 

Stge. Prophetic thought 
Forefawy that QfTa would not thus irefign 
The hopes and proje^s, that have filPd his fouly 
For twice ten years, with Anglia's fea-beat; (horesr 
To gird around, as with a coat of mail, 

The fertile plains of Mercia; He would join 

Warrior and monk, the bigot and the ftatefman. 

wild attempt !— His foul was ne'er defign'd 
To mope in fuperftition's bonds ; 'twas form'd 
To feel ambition's charms, to win the palm 
Of deep- wrought policy, and ftrctch his views 
Thro' the grofs cloud of ignorance that bounds 
The ken of our rude times. -^-Before his eyes, 

1 fet the fatal prodigality 

Of prefcnt fame to him, and future good 
To thofe he fways, by nuptial ties inducM, 
With Anglia's king ; the raercian crown tranafer'd 
Which he had rais'd to fuch illuftrious height. 
Shorn of. it's glories to a foreign lord. 

Bcr. But will he not relent, and yield his foul,. 
Once more^ a cal)tive,' to the foolifh bonds, 
Forg'd by his dotage, and Elfrida's arts ?- 

Sige. It may not be ; Elfrida's influence 
Will want both fpace and time, to work a change^ 
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Ev^fi Qow the crifi$ comes ; and. thou (halt hear 
His awful voice^ with folemn interdidt» 
Divorce thefe lovers. 

Ber. Quickly may I hear 
The blcffed, bleffed, founds !— O they will breathe. 
The fweeteft mufic to my gloomy foul. [Exeimt. 
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Thefcene opens^ and dtfclofes to. the vte^tb^ a magnificent C^apelf 
of antique firuSure^ adorned as for a marriage ceremony. ^^ 
Ethelbert and Elfrida, mttth their attendants^ friejis^ Of^d 
chortfiers»'-r'^ nuftialfong is performed. 

NUPTIAL $ONG. 

COME, finiling peace» and piety, and truth^ 

For ever blooming in eternal youth ; 

Awhile forfake your lov'd abode ; 

Whether, from hermit's cell, 

With pray'r, 

Your Cfter, bright and fair, 

In tuneful hymns, ye feek the throne of god ^ 

()r, not lefs pure, 

From giant crimes fecure, 
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The fields, and homeflead of the hvpfy fwMf 

The grove, and floping mead. 

With paths delighted foftly tr^ad ; 

Soon, ye fweet Grangers, come, and long remain ; 

And deign with kings in courtly how'n to dwell. 

To hlefs the rites, oh come, ye hallow'd band j * 
And on tliis gentle pair, with bounteous hand. 
Your bright and facred treafures pour, 
Richer than orient gold. 
Or gems, 
Or royal diadems. 

The virtuous thought and felf-applauding hour, 
Complete and whole. 
According unifon of foul. 
Let waving plenty crown their peafant's toiU 
Oh baniHi from their age 
Famine, and fear, and hoftile rage. 
J^et heav'n with eyes benign regard the foil. 
And bid their children's fons the fceptre hold. 

lAfier the rmpttalfing^ Offii entm m gnatfimmg 
agiUaiem.] 

OffA, qfide. 
Oh beauteous fcene of peace; ambition down} 
Why wilt thou warp my fpirit ? Let me tread 
The blefled paths of virtue, and partake 
Thefe children's happinefs. Oh then relent-. 
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Wilt thou> with impioss hands, thou fmge fiian, 

Reod the predeftin'd ties» which heaven has kfiit ? 

Wilt di0U| o'er this fair profpe(3^ hkt a fiend. 

Bail wrapt in ftorm, and blight, and peftiiettce ? 

To mar it all, and turn the notes of joy, 

Which chcrjttbim might feare, to groans of angaiih*— — 

Oh Sigebert, oh BeHtha, your fuggeftions 

HaTe funk too deep. Refiitlefs infltiusnce. 

The pow'rs malign predominate. In vain 

My heart recoils. What fiitc decrees muft come. ' 

[He advances from the ftdt £0ene ta the frmt of thejlage.'} 

Break off the ritejs, refervc the nuptial vow, 

For happier hour, and omens. Now, the ftars. 

With afpeft red, froWp on our work. Elfrida, 

Retire. You marvel> prince 5 but know^ that caufc? 

Moft urgent, and fuch high authority 

As I may not gainfay, demand this change. 

Ethel, Is this then OfFa's faith ? — Know, king of Mcrcia, 
In fight of heav'n, I hold £lfrida mine ; 
And never, but with life, will I refign 
The dear pofieiEon. No, this little arm, - 
In fuch a caufe, wiU huri the thunder^s force 
Againil oppofing breafts, and guard my claim, 
Tho' ihoufands flood array'd, in phalanx firm. 
Thy creatures. Think not, tho' thy realm outweighf 
^n ilrength my Anglia, this moft cruel wrong. 
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Shall unreveng^d be borae. Rage will fupply 
What fails in force. 

Offa. Young prince, you talk this welL 
But ne'er fliall threats, when other motives fail. 
The foul of Of& fway. — Reftrain thy rage. 
A future moment, haply, niay concede 
What from thy.wifh the preferit hour withholds. 

Elf. Oh! wretchpd princefs, from what heighth of happin eft 

Art thou call down ? My woes, like famifh'd wolves. 

Wait to devour me. O my lord, my hufband. — 

My father ! — fhall thefe dear and tender names, 

Which I fo fondly cherilh'd, prove but titles 

Of forrow and dcfpair ? and fhall the ties 

Which fecm'd by hand of angels wove, to draw ; 

Me kindly to you both, prove racking cords 

To drain my heart afunder ?— Nature, nature. 

Duty, and love, oh whom fhall I renounce ? 

Whom follow ? — ^EvVy way, o moft undone. — , 

Can I renounce thee, Ethelbert, whqfe love 

I tender more thap life ? And o, my father, 

Can I begin to fiand in bold rebellion 

Againft that will I ne'er oppos'd before ? ■ 

OJfa. Thefe tranfports are moft rain. Retire, Elfrida, 
Forbear the fight of Anglia's king. Remember, 
Obedience prompt in this, thy father deems 
Teft of thy duty. 

Elf. Sooner from their orbs 
Tear forth thefe eyes, with all their bleeding cords. 
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Can mifers yield their treafures ? Can the matroi^ 
Gift to the ruffian's fword her only child. 
Price of her travail, nurfeling of her hopes ? 
Here let me (ink, and lofe all fenfe and feeling 
Of what I was, what am, and what may' be. 

Offa. Virgins, attend your miflrcfs hence. No more^ 
Elfrida ; on thy life, wake not my wrath. 

£[f. Oh ! cruel father. Prince, we muft become 
Dead to each other ; fo jny father dooms, 
No more to meet, fpeak, love, or ev'n to think 
That thus we lov*d, and thus we bade adieu. 
Yet furely we fhall meet j there is a place 
For wretched fouls from vile exiftence freed. , ; 

And oft the Ipirit which fhall wing it's flight 
Before the kindred mind, fhall feek it's mate. 
And whifper it away, and imp it's plumes. 
To reach the bleft abode. 

£thgL By every tie, 
Divine and human, thou art now my bride ; 
No mortal force fhall part us. 'Cruel tyrant j |[/o Offa. 

The meafure of thy fraud is now complete. 
And of my patience.— -Now for punifhment. ' 
My valiant warriors, if ye love your king. 
Can ye behold his wrongs ? For me and vengeance, 
Draw your good fwords. ' 

Qfa, Thy blood be on ihy head ; 

Advance my chofcn band. 
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{|/// the two kings ^ with ihelr uttendafUs^ are m tii pimt t>f 
engaging each erf her, Elfrida rtifiter forvoard, and thnnus * 
herfelf on her htet^i between the two partlis.] 

Elf. Oh father prince 

Reftrain your rage, or fee me fall the vi<alm 

Of your difTenfion. Thro' this panting breaft 

Shall the firft blow be fped ; ye fhall not pafs. 
But o'er thefe trampled limbs, to mutual (laughter f-r- 
Spare me, my fire, and fheath thy fatal fword ! 
And chief to thee, my darling, my efpous'd, 

1^0 thee I call. Oh, by the name of love. 

And all our hopes of happinefs to come, 

Forbear, forbear! 

Ojffa. Daughter thy yoice prevails 

- I will not ftain this holy place with blood. 

Thou, prince, revere the prefent deity. — [to Ethelbert. 

My child, retire ; thou muft no more behold 
The king of Anglia ; and thy prompt obedience. 
To this my ftri(5l command, will prove, to him. 

Sure pledge of fafety. 1 will hear no more. 

Guards bear her hence. Remember the condition. 

Elf, Oh king of Anglia, oh my lord, ray hufband ! ■ 
Oh cruel fire ! 

[Elfrida, with her female atiemlants, Is borne off by the gnards*^ 
Ethel. The mounting fire hath pafs'd. 
That fed my pafEon, as the lightning brief !-r 
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And now I oielt m foftnefs feminine ; 

Aod> feeble as a chidden babe, could feek 

The mean relief of tears — A leaden fleep 

Hangs on each fenie, and weighs down all my powers. 

lExii EtfacB>ert- 



SCENE III. 

OJa. The die is caft.— What have I done ? — 0,Si^ebert, 
This ad is thine. Thy counfels have compell'd me, 
Ev'n to the brink and edge, where yawns below 
A dreadful precipice. — Here let me Hand, 
ColIe<aed, funimon all my wand'ring thoughts. 
And fathom, if I can, with ftedfafl: eye. 
The gulf before me. 

Sige. Can the mighty Offa, 
The child of war, the minipn of renown. 
When glory calls him with her awful voice, 
Refufe to hear ? When pow'r imperial woos 
With lofty charms, avert his loathing eyes ? 
When countlefs treafures only wait his gralp, 
jClofe and withdraw his hand ?— Oh different far. 
Were OfFa's thoughts, when with vi(5h)rious arni 
Northumbrians creil he ftruck, and from his fway 
A- province tore ; or when, the kentifh bands 
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jQueird and confounded, wide his banners wav'd 

. In conquer'd Aldrick's plains. Far difF'rent then, 
When haughty Kenwolf, rival of his might, 
Efay'd in arms what Mercia could, and funk. 
Offa, The quick and fiery pow'r of intellect, 
With fudden change, now flujfluates here, now there, 
Like northern lights along the ftarry cope, 
That (hooting tremulous forebode the ftorm— 
The florm indeed : alternate paffions rage 
Tempeftuous through my foul ; — as 'twere a rufh| 
They bend the rooted purpofe. Rugged virtue 
Hardy and firm, the growth of many years. 
Shakes at the blaft, and on the ground will drew 
Her verdant honoars. 

Stge, To preferve them rather 
Refrefhing dews fhall come, and foft'ring gales \ 
The tears of pleafure, and the glad acclaims 
Of Mercians people, for their peace fecur'd 
To late pofterity, (hall on your laurels 
Defccnd, and foftly breathe, and bid them rife. 
With bolder growth, and hide their heads in heav'n, 

^ But pardon me, i^iy lord, this wavVing mood, 
Unworthy all of thee, with wonder fills 
Thy faithful fervant. Offa's mighty thoughts 
Were wont difclaim the weaknefs feminine 
Of doubt apd fudden change, and like his fword 
Keen, bright, unbending, forceful, to their mark 
With prompt decifion flew, 
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Offd, And well they might. 
For plain and obvious, hitherto, the path 
Before me ftretch'd 5 and in the fame abode 
Fame, intVeft, virtue, dwelt. But now disjoined 
Their dwellings wide, and intricate the way, 
Befet with thorns atid dark with mid and cloud, 
That leads to each.— Retire, good Sigebert, 
Behold our queen — Somewhat of import high 
To US, or to the ftate dwells on her mind. 
Which to difclofe fhe has our private ear 
This day folicited. In fome fhort fpace 
Let valiant Ella wait upon our leifure^ 



X^Extt Sigebert. 



SCENE IV4 



Offa and BfiarnA. 

Bertha Come near, — nay why is this ? Your looks 
Are blank with ghaftly fear ; your trembling limbs 
Scarce bear you, with a flow reludtant pa<Se. — 
Of late I mark, with bitternefs of foul, 
That care or ficknefs from your florid cheek 
Hath chac'd the bloom of health, and lively checf- 
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Bet. Indeed 'tis frae, — my mind with fecret care 
Hath been o*er-labour'd ; and this feeble frame 
Hath fufFer'd with its inmate. Many a night 
Thcfe lids have been efErang'd from balmy fleep ; 
Or if perchance, with watching overpowered^ 
In (lumbers brief I funk, terrific dreams 
Have render'd reft mofc wcarifome than toil. 

Offa, Oftumes have you profeft to tell me tidings' 
Of import ftrange ; but, ever, as you fcem'd 
Addreft to fpeak, and I attentive flood, 
Your pale lip quiver'd, on your falt'ring tongue 
Th' imperfeft accents died ; and, as I urg'd you 
To fpeak with confidence, in faint low founds 
You murmur'd forth — the hour is not yet come ! 
Ev*n now you ftart — and the (harp glance of horror 
Contracts your eyes, as tho' within their orbits 
They would retire from day, and lofe their funcaions. 

Ber. The powers of ill pofFefs my foul. The demons \_afdt. 
Of falfehood forge and fafhion Bertha's organs 
To founds pernicious. — Know, my gracious lord, 
I cannot fpeak. Some faving pow'r may yet 
Redeem me from my&l£ 

OJa. Still do you tremUe ? 
The changing hues. alteFnatc on your cheek. 

Ber. ^Tisdone. .*Tis paft. He may not live for mc> Iqfide. 
And fhall not for another— for Elfrida,— 
Rcmorfe, thou vaio intruder, down.— No more.— 



i Now thou art dead.— The door is^ cIosM for ever, 

On pity, as on hope ! 

Offa. Will you not fpeak ? 
Why do you trifle thus with i^iry impatience ? 
Oh fpeak 1 — How wild her looks ! Some dreadful thing, 
Sure, labours in her breaft, that with a front. 
Thus ftrange and hideous, in the prologue tlireatens. 
By ev'ry blefled iamt, and minifter 
Of light, I charge thee, fpeak. 

-ff^r. Well, Ihave ftecPd 
My heart wkh courage ; to reveal a ftory, 
Which fomewhat criminal 1 hold myfelf 
So long from thee coaccaling ; yet my mind 
I Scarce yields to credit fueh a tale, related 

I Of him, whofe outward form and royal birth 

Promife exhalted hopes, and princely virtues. 
But night by night, id monitory dreams. 
Thine image faint and bleeding at my fide 
Is ever prefent. 

Of a. Heav'ns ! can Ethelbert— * 
Yet wherefore (hould 1 doubt ? When he from -Offa 
No thought of peril harbours. — He, as falfe 
And fabulous would hold th' intelligence 
Of what works in this bolbm. — ^^Oh proceed. 

Ber, Some few nights fince, two of the virgins neareft 
I By duty to my perfon, in the (hade. 

After a fcOrching day, ei^oy'd the frefhriefs 

Of welcome eve.— Twas -where the grove of beech 
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Boands the wide orchard ground, that, white with bloflbi^^ 
ImpregDates now the breeze. 

Offa, I know the place ; 
If I remember^ there, my falcon loft. 
And long thro' Mercia fought in vain, young £dba(d 
Recovered Qn the topmoft bough. 

Ber, My virgins 
An arbour fought ; and deep in carneft converfe 
I)iftin(5l:, for other found tlian whifp'ring leaves 
And intermitted ftrain of nightingale 
Was none,' conceal'd from them^ two meq were heard % 
But by the toice familiar to their ears 
They knew old Ardulf and the king of Anglia.— ^ 
Much Eihelbert complain'd of love delay'd. 
And tax'd thee with injuftice j hoary Ardulf, 
In age impetuous with the fire of youth, 
Urg'd him,, by violence, to fnatch the prize, 

Which fair entreaties hitherto had faiPd i 

To win. — " Occafion prompts ; old Offa's arm 
•* Hath loft its nerve and pith." i 

OJa. Old Offa, faid he ? , i 

And that this arm had loft its nerve and pith ? — 
Oh they fliall feel— ' - 

Ber. Nay, good, my lord, be patient. ^ 

" Mercian" faid Ardulf, " views, with fond delight, 

** The rifing promife of thy gallant youth ; — j 

" For OfTa's fons, their helplefs infancy 
" Bars them fron) hope or profped of a crown ; 
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*' And were Elfrida tluae» and Mercians king 
" At reft within the tomb» to thee, his throne 
" Were of afccnt moft eafy," 

OJfa. What rcply'd. 
To thefe fuggeftionsy Ethelbert I 

Ber. As when 
A trav'Uer from an hill, with fudden view, 
Before him Ipread in profpeft fair, beholds, 
A city, with its glitt'ring fpires and tow'rs, 
And urges en his courfe, with double fpeed ; 
Such eagemefs the youthful king difplay'd. 
To reach the tempting goal, which in perfpefti?e 
Before him lay ; fure pledge of Anglia's greatnefs. 
Your death wa$ then dctermin'd, and old Ardulf, 
Contriver of the mifchief, charg'd himfelf 
With its completion. Here> the fabk night, 
Faft doling round my virgins, warn'4 them home. 

Offa. Enough was heard ; and, by the beav'nly pow'rs^ 
Whofe fure protedion in th* embattled field 
Was ne'er withheld from Offa, on the heads 
Of Ethelbert and Ardulf, (hall their guik 
Be tenfold vifited. No more remorfe^ 
No feeble wav'ringnow. O Sigebert, 
. I yield me to thy counfels whole. What, Ellal — 
&r. Think on the fmiling pledges of our love ; 
They grafp thy knees, they ftretch their little arms. 
They cry to thee for fafety. Think on Bertha j 
Widow'd and (ad, the vidim of her grief. 



And fierce Elfrida's rage ; for well I knoi/, 
She views me with fuch hate» as flill purfuesy 
From envious offspring of a former bed, 
The father's fecond choice. — Be prompt and firm. 

lExii Bertha. 



SCENE V. 



Offa, Sigebert, anJ £lla« 

Ofa. Brave Ella, from my chofen bands felcdt 
Twice 'ten battalions. Hafte to Anglia*s bounds : 
Her prefent ftatc of carelefs eafe fupine 
Precludes refiftance. Overlpread her plains ; 
'Till Domnoc's* towVs, befide the roaring deepj 
R^eceive your hoft. There camp'd await my coming.— 
Wonder not, but obey — Yet more I would — 
But why does fhame thus mantle on my cheek ? — 
My tongue is palfy'd. — Learn from Sigcbert 
Thy further charge. 

[Exit Oifa. 

♦ The ancient capital of Eafl*Anglia now overflowed by the fca. 
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SCENE VI. 
SiGEBERT and Ella. 

I 

£Ba, A change fo violent 
And fudden> from the feaft and nuptial fong 
To warlike preparation, and the fliout 
Of martial fury ! 

Sigg. Mufe not, valiant Ella, 
Nor (land with folded arms in filence wrapt. 
The king hath wifely doomM. The hour is come. 
That adds Eaft-Anglia, with her fea-beat plains, 
To Mercians realm. On every fide fecure. 
Bounded by mighty rivers, or the fea. 
Complete and whole, a fortrefs in herfelf. 
Our land (hall fcom invaders. To maintain 
r This glorious prize indifputably ours, 

{ An ^6t of prompt and neceflary daring 

r 

■ Requires thy faithful fword ; which, if thy brcafl: 

With love and duty to thy royal mafter, 

[ Or patriot virtue glows, thou wilt not now 

Withhold. 

Ella. When was the day, that Elk's ipear. 
If glory call'd, or. duty to his king, 
Slept cold, or unperformiog, in his hand ? 



132 

Sige. Young Ethelbcrt muft fall.— Nay ftart not back : 
Thy country's weal demands it. — Open force 
Were vain. — To yon dark fhade at early dawn. 
And oft at clofing eie, doth he refort. 
Thither to cheer his lonely hours, if fame 
Err not, the bright Elfrida too repairs. 
The path from hence is dark and intricate ; 
The fpreading trees, in dofe embrace o'erhead. 
Unite their tops ; and from their rugged arms> 
Impervious to the fight, in fragrant wreaths 
The tufted woodbines hang. 1 he place is apt— « 
The king's command is pofitive. — More fpeecb 
Were needlefs, when intelligence with duty 
Combines^ as in thy foul. 



[^Exit Sigebert^ 



SCENE VII. 

Ella, akn^. 

Oh wretched £lla!. 
Why wert thou fingled out for fhame ? What ^€t 
In thy long life of warfare branded thee. 
By cruelty or bafencfs, for the taik 
Of an afTaifin ? Shall this trufly fword, 
My lov'd companion for twice twenty years 
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In to3 and danger, which was nt^er brafidilh'di 

Save when in open fight I met my foe, 

And face to face^ be ftainM with guiltlefs blood ?— « 

A monarch's blood — young — ^gentle — wife and brave ?— » 

Offi may kill ; but never fhall debafe 

Oid Ella with the name of murderer. 



SCENE VIIL 

A&DULF anJ Ella. 

jtrJ. A fiir unufual through the court of Mercia 
Refounds ; her warriors mufter, as for battle. 
Some furbifh iip their arras, fome poife their fpears, 
Some trap their fiery fteeds. , Where'er I turn, 
I meet fuch hurried and amazed looks; 
As tho' the trumpet from the beacon founded. 
And warning fires on ev'ry fummit glar'd, 
To mark the foes approach. How fares brave Ella ? 
Thou canft explain this myft'ry. — What portend 
Thefe warlike preparations ?— Thou art fad.— 
Why thus avert thy face ? Mcthinks a tear 
Glitters in that ftern eye, the dread of foes. 

Ella. Never before was Ella's bofom torn C^^f* 

With fuch confli(5ling paflions. — Duty firft 
To Mercians king, through many a year of toil, 
Nc*cr difobey'd ; then, mercy and corapaffion ^ 
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Next» honour's (acred Toiccy which fUIl fupreme 

Hath fway'd my foul ; and laft» religion's law ;— 

All adverfe to tliat duty.— »For this time 

Offii commands in vain. — True, I am &d. — 

I may not fpeak the caufe ; but» truft my tongue, > 

*Tis worth a foldier's forrow. — For the love 

I bear the young and gallant Ethelbert^ 

Let him fly hence. I may not more reveal. 

But mark my warning voice, which (bunds not lightly. 

lExit EUa. 



SCENE IX. 



Ethelbert and Ardui^f. 

^rJ, My royal lord, , I tremble at your flay ; 
Each moment that you linger, by a hair 
The fword terrific hangs. Nor you alone 
It menaces ; but your devoted realm 
Muft feel thofe horrors, which the wild ambition 
Of Mercians king dlffiifes thro' our ifle ; — ' 
The fmoke of cities burn'd, and harvefts wafted, 
The fhrieks of violated maids, the cry 
Of widow'd matrons and their orphan babes ! 

Ethel. I can believe whatever bafe or vile 
Thy tongue can utter, or thy thoughts fuggeft, 
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Of Merck's king.-^Hc's ta*cn me in the toHs.— 

UnveiFd I now can read the guilty purpofe 

Of his diffcrabled love and fpecious wiles ; 

And did not fair Elfrida's angel form 

Cliog round this heart and melt my foul ; the fword 

Should fpeak my gratitude. Ev'n to the beard. 

Would I reproach his perfidy, and write it, ■ 

In chara<5ters moft plain andlegible. 

On his imperious l3row« 

jird. Oh think, my lord, — 
Not from the refUeis aims of wild ambition 
Thy danger only, but from female rage 
Of charms defpis*d, refentful. Pride and fcoro, 
And jeaIoufy> comlMning all, will goad 
To madncfs Bertha's foul, and rai£e a flame 
Thy blood alone can quench. 

Ethel, Unhappy woman I— 
' Juft are thy fears from Bertha. Well I know 
What pangs, what hells her ardent foul endures ; 
While fierce and manly paflions, with their war, 
Overwhelm and harrafs the weak female form^ 
Where (hall the Ipirit ftay, which thus hath dar'd 
What woman boldeil: can ? 

ArJ. The time, my lord, 
Requires a vigorous and prompt decifion. 
Ev'n now the ftorm may burft ; confirm your fou}, 
Td wreille with its fury. Wer't not good 
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To fiy this court, where fiaarcs rurrotmd your patit. 
And 00 your native, plains the ftandard rai£b ? 

Ethel That, Ardulf, be thy care.— -With fiery ipec4 
Repair to Domnoc ; fummoo all my powers ; 
And from the fwaios, vrliofe toil with waTiog corn 
The b^nk of Humber doaths, and from tibe tratn 
Whofe dnewy arms fubdue the wave, and reap» . 
'MidA dews of midnight and the howling ftorm, 
Their harveft from the deep, feleft the prime. 
Soon will I join your force, whom th' only hope 
To bear Elfrida partner of m^ flight 
Detains in Mercia* 

Ard. Here, I rooted iland 
Until I conquer. Thoii muft fly with Atdiilf. 
I will not fupplicate thee, but oommand^ 
For fure my years, my love and fervices» 
May claim authority. Thou muft away.— 
Nay, look not ftefn. I will entreat thee then. 
If thou haft pity ibr thefe hoary iiairs. 
Think on thy danger. 'Tis not from fiirmife. 
Or anxious love, but grouikded certainty, 
1 warn thee thus ; thy treachVous hoft this nigjht 
Some fatal blow defigns. 

Ethel My worthy Ardulf, 
Fear not; thouknbw'ft, that, led by gallant Ofwy, 
A brave and chofen fquadron tends my fteps, 
pufiicient to proteft from force by day, 
pr treachery by night.. Heav'n combat \vith thce^ 
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And fliarpen thy good falchion. Loofe thine hold. 

Wake not my wrath, for, by th' immortal pow'rs, 

I will not hence to night. 

jird. Then fharp enough 

My falchion is, to pierce a loyal heart. 

And ipare thefe aged eyes the cruel fcene 

To-morrow's fun may (how. 

EtheL On thy allegiance 
I 
' Forbear ; and if thine heart, with love or pity, 

Beats for thine Ethelbert, as Aire it does. 

Delay not thy departure. 

Ard. O, my lord, , - 

, I go ; but never with fuch lifUefs tread, 

I And heart fo heavy, did old Ardulf feck 

The tented plain. I wont to feel more blithe, 

I When trumpets founded to the charge, than youth 

Apparell'd for the dance, when mioftrels fmite 

Th' enlivening harp. Farewell, my much Ipv'd lordf 

And, oh, perhaps, for ever ! 

Ethel. Nay, good Ardulf, 

Wound not my foul with mournful auguries. 

All will be well. Ere crimfon in the weft 

The third revolving fun ihall clofe his courle, 

JEllfrida's radiant form and feraph fmile 

l^hall grace the camp of happy Ethelbert. 
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ACT IV. SCENE L 



An Apartment in Offas Palaccp 

Elfrida. 

Forgive me, nature, and ye hallow'd pow'isj 

That watch o'er filial duty, pardon me ; 

If, in rebellion to my father's will, 

1 yield to lore's command. — Tis mear the hour. — 

I maft refleft ; for with perfuafive accents, 

That tongue, to which my doating heart accords 

In perfeft unifon, will urge me foon.— 

To what ? — I gafp and tremble, and my brain 

Is dizzy at the thought. — O father, father, 

Lov'd awful name, muil thou refbund no more. 

In matin oraifon, or chant at eve. 

From poor Eifrida's tongue ? — O Ethelbert^ 

My lord, my hufband, fo this heart muft deem, 

Thcfe lips muft call thee ;— can I then forego-^ 
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SCENE II. 



Enter Ethelbert. 



EtkcL What gentle voice, iiK fweetly plaintive tones, 
Invokes the name of Ethelbert ? 

Elf. In footh. 
My thoughts, as well as tongue, were bufy'd whole 
With Ethelbert. 

Ethel, For that, may gracious heav'n 
ShowV down its bleflings on thee. Be the omen 
Propitious to my hopes. Alas, you Cgh ; 
Your face averted hides a guftiing tear.— 
Why are you Glent ? 

EIf» How can I behold. 
How fpeak to thee ? when my relentlefs fire. 
With unprovok'd and cruel outrage, mars 
The hope he nurtured. And, when I refleft— i 
There is the mortal ftab — what further ill 
He yet may meditate, with grief and (hame 
O'erwhelm'd, I dread thine eyes. — And then, each word 
Exchanged with thee, incurs a father's curfe, 
Sternly againft our intercourfe denouncM. 
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EtheL The moments prcfs, my love : your tyrant father 
Holds me a captive here^ who came his gueft. 
His fnares around mefpread^ and, hour by hour, 
Nearer he draws them. Should I now delay. 
Around my bead they clofe. In Mercians court 
This night if 1 remain, thine Ethelbert 
Sees not to-morrow's fuo. Now is the time . 
To fhow thy love fincere, as thou haft vow'd. 

Elf. Sincere !— O Ethelbert, thou little know*ft^ 
Would I might fleep away myfpan of life. 
And only wake in heay'n to peace and thee, 

EtbeL This hour eventful with ray doom is fraught \ 
On it my life, and dearer far than life^ 
My love, depends. 

Elf. Oh whither (hall I fly? 
To that thy fpeech would draw me,— to thy camp ? 
There, ftern in arms, th' embattled fquadrons breathe 
Revenge againft my fire. Soon will ye meet^ 
Amidft th* oppofed files ; your fatal fwords 
Aim*d at each others creft ; while I, fpe^latrcfs 
Of the fad tragedy, muft weep and bleed, 
Whoe er prevails. 

Ethel Wilt thou not fhare my flight ? 

Elf No. — Put a ponyard in Elfrida's hand, , 
To pierce her father's bofom ! — Share thy flight I 
A nd join thy camp, array*d in warlike pomp, 

Tq triumph. o'er my parent j Tho' I love thee 

More than the light of hcav'n, and reft thy fight, 
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Within a conve^jt's gloom, a widow'd mourn^f, 
Will pafs my wretched days, in tears and cries. 

EthtL Why will you torture whom you love ? Why fcek 
Defpair and grief, when hope and frailing days 
Hang on this hour» and crowd for thine acceptance ? 

Elf. Refle<a o prince,*-what dowV fhall fad EVirida 
Bring to thine arms ? A father's wounding curfe. 
That curfe, which never weak or unavailing 

From lips parental falls. Oh me unhappy ! 

Return, ye days of childhood innocence, 
Smiling, return. Tlien my lov'd father's praifej 
In words (pontaneous, to the founding chords 
Atteraper'd, flow'd, and caught the echoes round, 
And bade thera learn the tale of hardihooa. 
And teach the lift'ning fwains their monarch's prowefs. 
And oft the village maiden, that with fong , 
Deceives the toilfome hoifrs, would ceaie the ftraia 
Of love difaflrous, or« enchantment drear, 
To tell how Offa won the well-fought field. 

Ethel. Can'ft thou unmov'd behold my tears, my dangef ?- 
Be thou obey'd. — Receive the facrificc 
Of this devoted life, ^ 

Elf, What means my love ? 
Can dangers threat the life of Ethelbert 
Nor touch Elfrida ! 

EtM. Yes, let OfFa come, 
1 wait his cruelty ; for fhe who fways 
The dcftiny of Ethelbert decrees it. 
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Soon let him plunge the fword, by black ambition 
Urg*d home, and pierce this unoffending breafl, 
Unlef^ a faithful love and fond defiret 
In Mercians realm are fins, for (he who prizes 
The treacherous wiles of a remorfelefs father 
More than a lover's truth, and weighs the curfe 
By guilt and frenzy utter'dy 'gainft the life 
Of him who breathes for her alone, decrees it. 



SCENE IIL 

Enteryto them^ 'E^^kand]v%r}3s. 

Ehha, Health to my lord ! and would to heav'n the tidings 
That Ebba bears might better grace his tongue. 

Ethel How fay'ft thou Ebba ? As thou pafs*d from Anglia, 
Met'ft thou not Ardulf f On his valiant arm. 
In dangers often prov'd, my foul, relies 
For refuge from the ftorm, which well I know 
PrcparM to fall. 

Ebba. It has already fall'n. 
I met not Ardulf; haply, now a captive. 
Not for himfelf, but for his lord, he mourns. 
RefifUefs as a torrent, o'er our plains 
The roercian armies fpread. Some hafty levies 
To check their fury ftrove, but broken foon 
And wide difperft through Anglia, their difmay 
Increased the gen'ral panic* 
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Jujt. True, the paths, 
That hence towards Anglia lead, are all befet 
With Offa's fcatter'd bands, who have in charge, 
Nolefs, than the captivity or death 
Of royal Ethelbert ; but faithful Ardulf 
Hath 'fcap*d their ambufh. Favour'd by difguife 
He fought my hermitage, and bade me hafte 
To profTer an afylam, where concealed 
You may remain, while through the land his care 
CoUeds a pow'r, which with th* invader foon 
Shall cope in open field. Meantime, 'twere rafh 
And vain t'expofe your perfon. 

Elf^ King of Anglia, 
The blulh of (hame for Offa's cruel wrong 
Glows on my cheek, and greatly fhould I fear. 
Knew 1 not well thy jufl: and noble nature, 
Left thou fhouldft hale me, for my father's crimes ^ 
Yet, what I can, — alas ! poor expiation 
Of guilt fo mighty. Let the daughter's love 
Thy fufPrings from the fire atone. 

Ethel Is this 
Atonement only ? This poor expiation 
Of fufPrings from thy fire ? — Propitious hour, 
Thou haft affar'd the bleiHng which outweighs 
Long years of bondage with the fetter'd flave. 
Or exile from the face of day ip dungeons, 
Where light hath never pierc'd. 
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Klf. While yet I hop'd 
That Ofia might releat^ oor peril fear'd 
To thee ; my filial love» with fond delay, 
Excufe oppos'd ; but now, with altei'd miad. 
Thy danger feen^ I urge thy. flighty prepajr'da 
The partner of whatever good or ill 
Remains for thee in flore.<^Thy realm laid wafte-* 
An ambuih for thy life ! — lend him your wingt ^ 

Angels of light, that bear th* almighty's mandate 
1 hrough heav'ni and earth, and fea.*^Haike, hafle» my lo?e^ 
Thy will alone is mine. I eome-^^I fly— ^ 

Juji. The moments prefs, my lord'; the fun declines 
Behind yon hills ; and, through the waving treesj^ 
Difarm'd of half his fire, the crimfoo orb 
Shoots a departing luftre, and illumesi 
As with a thoufand lamps, the glitt'ring cafe men ts 
Of hall and armoury.-^Th' impending night 
Muft well be hufbanded ; her friendly veil 
Alone can.promife fafety. Faithful Ebba 
W ill guide yoQ to my hermitage. I feel 
A fpirlt in this bofom urge nie on 
To fcek the king of Mercia. With a tongue, 
Ey human greatnefs or the frowns of man, 
Unaw'd, will I reproach him. Heav'n, perhaps^ 
May make my voice an humble inftrument 
To call him home to piety^nd peace. 



H5 

SCENE IV- 

Elfrida, £thelbbrt> oiu/ Ebba. 

Elf, Alwina only (hall partake my flight. 
%e has been ever faithful. O farewell. 
Ye peaceful dear abodes of early prime : 
Yf^unded all my wifhes once. I thought » 
Blefs'd in my childifh fports and harmlefs thoughts. 
And a fond parent's fmile, that heav'^n itfclf 
Had nothing more fo give. Alas how changed ! 
My happinefs no more within myfelf 
I find ; it hangs on thee, o Ethelbert. 
My wifh no more within my father's walls 
Is bounded now. It flies abroad with thee. 
Uncertain what it would. And on the future 
A die of dreadful import trembling waits. 

Ethel, Two hundred gallant fpearmen tried in arms 
Shall guard us in our flight. Their fiery fteeds. 
On Africk's fands, or rich iberian plains, 
By fwarthy moors were bred. With noflirils wide. 
They fiiuff the gale ; and fweep along the plain. 
Keen as the northern blaft. 

MBa. Ere morrow's dawn. 
We gain the hermitage. I know it well, 
A river with its ouzy waters round 
Impales an iflet, and approach denies. 
Save by a narrow caufeway known to few. 
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The hunter of the wild, or thofe who, lei 
By pious motives, with devotion's foot. 
The revVend place explore. From eyes profenc 
A clomp of oaks, coeval with the foil. 
An humble manfion hide, and round infpire 
A gloom religious, fuited to the life 
Of him who bides within ; for there, devote 
To heav'n, or men whofe thoughts on heav'n are bent. 
Long time hath Juftus dwelt ; and from the foil, 
With his own hands, obtained fuch fimple food, 
As nature for aft aged frame requires, 
Preferv'd by temperance and tranquil thoughts 
From lang]uor and decay. 
Ethel. Behold the queen. 

Let us retire. And Ebba, thou, when darkne6 

Involves the face of things, coUeft my train 

And wait, in filence, at the poftem gate 

Behind the facrifty. With circuit wide 

Coaftingthe palace walls, wc thence may gain. 

By fecret paths, an unfrequented ford. 

Then, through the woods that clothe the river's fide 

Wc (hape our courfe, and gain the'hermiuge. 

lExeunf. 
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SCENE V. 

Bbrtha. 

Entering at the ifpofite part rftbejage i^Jhe koh eamejily 
qfter them. 

Oh wretch what haft thou done ? — "What web of fate 
Haft thou prepared ?— Ha ! — there the lovers pafs'd— 
Sec — how (he hangs upon him I May perdition ! — 
Ev n on the brink and precipice they dream, 
The main 6'erhanging. — Soft the verdant turf, 
And gay the wild-flow'r flaunting. o*er the verge ; 
With treach'rous toil th' undermining wave 
AfEduous beats below, with fudden crafh 
The foil unftable mixes with the deep. — 
Their love is innocent ; but what is thine ? 
O foul, tooft foul !— Shall I then fly to OfFa ? 
Unfay the falfhoods of my guilty tongue, 
And die in peace ? — And (hall I then confefs 
Such unexampled guilt ? That, fhame forbids. — 
And fhall they triumph o'er th* untimely grave 
Of miferable Bertha ?— Shall I joiii 
Their hands and fall a facrifice, to grace . 
The nuptial rites ?— If I muft fall, and fure 
"Tis fo decreed, their fall (hall fweeten mine.— 
Whene'er we doubt and helitate on ill, 
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Hie tempting fiend ftill fets before our eyes. 
And places in our reach apt inftruments» 
That court our hand and ms^e perdition fare. 
For lo, this Sigebert. 



SCENE VI. 



Bertha and Sfgekert* 

Thekingof Anglia 

Was here ev'n now, and, with him, OfFa^s daughter^ 

Regardlefs of her father^ curfe denounced 

On conyerfe with his foe. 

Sige. Much danger hence 
To Mercians king refults ; for though, by nature. 
The princefs to her fire is dutiful, 
Yet what the wiles of {khebert may work. 
Moulding her to his wifhes, well and juftlj 
May raife fufpicion. 

Ber. Well, indeed, and juftly— 
Precarious is the life of Mcrcia*s kiug. 
While Ethelbert furvives. I haye employ'd 
My utmoil powV, entreaties, a.rgiunents, 
Tears and reproaches, but in T«un. His foul 
Uncertain veers, irrefblution. ftrange 
Afad to his nature foreign. 
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S^e^ O&CQmes. 
Slow and relpdant is he^ to complete 
What pradence didates* and alone can gire 
Stability to greatnels. Yet my voice 
Hath rous'd a ipirit of fublime ambition^ 
And godlike thirft o£ rule. Mine be the care^ 
To guard his heart, and ftiflei ia the birthy 
Compundious vifitings. 

B«r. No, 'twere a deed^ 
To pull down curies — do not — ^yet, to fee 
Their wiflies crowned, each in the other bleft I--- 
I cannot bear it^ — Sigebcrt, thy ^eal 
For Offa's life deferves— deftruftion feizc 
Both thee, and me, and all the world — ^my brain 
Is ftung— and now it flames and barSts ia chaos* 



SCENE VII. 

Offa anJ Sigebert. 

Tbd fofinef ferns vnrdpi in thought. 

OJfa, What can the fury of her fpeech portend ? 
What wild unwonted rage overwhelms her reafon \ 
But mutable, as (hifting clouds, and void 
Of form, as they, is woman'$ vagrant nup4* 
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And vain the labour were, to fathom it. 
With reafon's plummet. Now, an higher care 
Demands my thoughts ;* for fee the king approach. 

Offa. Could I recall times paft — o Ofla, OfFa, 
The laft two hours ! — How are thy laurels ftain'd. 
With perfidy and murder ! — Murderer !— — 
My foul revolts againft that found. — A murderer ! 
Yet why \ — 'Tis juftice— Ethelbert contrives 
Againft my life. — So runs the fpecious tale- 
But then what proof? — And ftiall a mere furraife. 
An hearfay from a woman's tongue, which oft 
Deals forth, as certainties, the vain illufions 
Bred in the fpeaker's mind, and £<5tions forg'd 
Or truth with falfhood coloured and deprav'd. — 
O Sigebert. \Seang Sigebert. 

Sige^ What would my royal lord ? 

Offa. What mandate haft thou giv'n to warlike Ella? 

And yet I know too well. Thou need'fl not fpeak, 
And I (hould blufh to hear. 

Bige, yi^ gracious lord> 
Such mandate, as the mighty work in hand 
Requires, was giv'n ; and, left his diligence 
Should fail, like fervices were giv'n in charge. 
To fome of truth approv'd ; and if their zeal — 

Offa, I know what thou wouldfl fay ; but heav'n forefend, 
Their zeal were all fo prompt. We, will recall 
The cruel mandate. 
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Sige. Firft refledt my lord 
Ere this your troops, with rapid march poffefs 
The plains of Anglia. Is young Ethclbert 
A Ipirit, that will tamely yield >a kingdom. 
In long fuccelEon heir'd ? Or bear the wrongs 
Which thou haft offer *d ?-^Goaded by revenge, 
To more than common daring, he will prove 
A foe moft formidable ? . 

Offa. 'Tis too true. 
Heav'ns, what a web of cruelty and guilt, 
The firft injuftice weaves ! 

Sige. This very hour 
Elfrida joins his flight. My faithful fpies 
O'erheard their am rous parley. With what force. 
He bears her hence ; what refuge hath prepared. 
Where iafely fhe may wait, while he, in arms, 
Purfues her father's life* ,:. 

Offa. It is enough. 
This hour he dies. My disobedient child. 
In living death, within a cloifter's walls. 
And penitential works fhall meditate . 
A father's curfe fulfilled. Thou, Sigebert, 
This night's great bus'nefs govern. Let ray troops 
Poffefs each avenue, that from the palace. 
Towards Anglia lead ; that none unqueftion'd pafs. 
The reft thpu knowft ; and I may truft thy zeal. 

lExh Sigebert, 
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SCENE VIII. 

Offa and Jubtus. 

But Juftas comesy religioii on his brow. 
And gentle wifdom beaming from his eyc.«— 
Thy looks are clouded ; tell me, holy maiit 
What deed of outrage, cruelty, or fraud. 
Hath yex'd thy righteous fool, that Ofia*s band 
May reach th' ofender, and th' offended cheer 
With reuibution ample. 

Jujt. Aik thyiaf, 
O-king! — Thy fin is great. — ^Thlnk not my tongoe 
Can gloze with flattery. Ill it would become 
The man, whofe days are confecrate to heav'a. 
To fear the powVs of earth. What can thy wrath. 
But fpeed an old man's journey to the place 
Where long his heart and hopes hare dwelt before him. 

Offa. Oh reverend Ju^s, thy reproving tongue 
Hath ever licence ; for I know that zeal 
In virtue's caufe, not bittemefs of heart, 
Infpires thy words. The powV, to whom thy vows 
And oraifons are paid, in mercy, feods thee 
To call the wanderers home. Thy friendly wounds^ 
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Like thofe proceediog from the leech's hand, 
GWe health to fouls difeas'd 

Jufi, Hear then, O king. 
And tremble. — Heay'n begins, this very hour, 
To vifit thine offences, — For the queen — 
I will not veil or palliate the horrors, 
Thefe eyes have view'd, but rather urge them home. 
To ftrike thine heart. 

OJfa. Saidft thou our queen ? That.bl6w 
Would fall, indeed, moft heavy. For what horrors 
Wouldfi thou prepare me ?-^peak, and yet I tremble* 
And fain would fhun the tale, I needs mud: leanu 

Jujl. A dreadful monument of wrath divine, 
Your queen now prefies to the fatal boumcy 
Where tinners meet their doonu 

Qffa. What ?~How ?— Oh fly. 
Oh fave and guard her. All that Mercia holds 

Of dear and precious fhall be facrific'd 

Oh let me hafte. 

Jufi. No, fpare thy heart that pang ; 
Thy guilt it great ; yet, would the fight of Bertha 
So rend thy heart-ftrings, that the chaftifement 
Were cv'n too cruel. 

Offa, I fly, to prove the worft. 
The voice, the looks, the foothing cares of love 
Afloage the fiercefl pangs. 

.Juji. All aid is vain. 
She cannot know thy fove, or feel thy cares. 
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Rcafon hath left her feat. This very hour, 

Confcious of cruel wrong, by forg'd fuggeftion 

And fallhoods vile, to royal Ethelbcrt, 

With which, it feems, your ear (he had abus*d, 

And wrought you to contrive his death, the thought 

Became too grievous for her burthen'd foul. — 

To her diftradled fenfe the bleeding form 

Of Anglia's king ftiil prefent, goaded her. 

With fcorpion fting fo keen, that,* in the rage 

And whirlwind of defpair, fhe fwallow'd poifon.— - 

Oh gracious heav'n ! She's here, with ftrength rcnew'd, 

From deadly languor.— Now prepare thyfelf. 

For horrors, which the tongue of man muft fail 

To paint : and only guilt, like hers, can know^ 



SCENE IX. 

Bertha diflraded; Offa, Justus, Attendants, 

Ber I've drank the cup of paiHon. — Like the bane 
Of fubtleft venom, it dries up my blood, 
Atod courfes nimbly through the empty veins. — 
It flafhes on my brain, confumes my heart. 
And hunts, from feat to feat, the failing fenfe. 
1 know thee well, thou art a murderer. ' [to OfFa. 

Thy hands arc red ; — the blood of Ethelbcrt 
Is on them ! 
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Offa, Now, iodeedy I feel my crime. 
In fidl deformity. This woman's pangs 
Begin my punifhmect. ^ Peace Bertha, (peak, 
Look up. — She knows me not. 

yufi. Oh, fuch a fcene 
Avert from chriilian fouls, ye pow'rs of grace. 

Ber, Ha! —what art thou? Some mefTengcr from hcay'n. 
Fraught with glad tidings ? Such thy hoary hairs. 
Thine awful looks, and revVend garb belpeak. — 
The hand of vengeance prefles on my head. 
Oh fave me, fave me. Tell me, if thou canft. 
Will fhrift and penance wafh away my ftain ? 
Soh of religion, tell me, (hould I fly 
And grafp the altar, will th' avenging arm 
Snatch me from thence ? O hide me in the cloifterSf 
Where meek-eyed fiilers chant the matin fong, 
With unpolluted lips. When Ethelbert 
Shall come to feek me, let a fnowy veil, 
Conceal my lineaments ; and to my bofom 
The facred crofs I'll ftrain ; and on my fingers 
The rofary fhall hang to cheat his eye. — 
I bum, 1 burn. — O lay me where the bank 
O'erhangs the flream, where gufliing waters found, 
And waving poplars imitate the voice 
Of timid lovers, whifp'ring in the jdufk ; 
There, the cool rufhing of the weflern gale 
Shall fan my raging foul. My lips fhall drink . 
fht dew-drops, as they fall, to quench their fire. 



156 

Offa. Oh bear her hence \ and foothi with tend'reft care> 
Her wand'riqg mind. A« idle founds receive. 
Wild and unfounded, what her frenzy utters. 
» Ber. Oh king of Anglia, ftay. There, there, in flames 
He pafsM, riding the meteors of the north. 
Come, come 5 give me your wings ye winds ;— I rife, 
And noW) I mingle with the clouds. Burft, buril. 
And whelm me in a deluge. Wafh away 
All fenfc, all thought, aU'memory of paft-. 
Hark, hark;-< — he calls again.— I follow thee. 
Yet foft, I may not. My difaftrous love 
Kills where it follows. I deftroy d thee Ethelbert !— — r 

Off, off, vile trappings of unfcemly duft \ 

The fiends are here. — They drag me to my doom. 
The fulphur flames, the king of terror calls. 
From his infernal throne, in thunder calls.— 
\ come— I fly— Hell ! hell ! I'm wholly thine. 

^^his u borne offihefii^ 



SCENE X. 



Of FA and Sigebbht. 



Sige. My lord, the king of Anglia and your daughter. 
Eluding our beft diligence, are fled ; 
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Bat doabt not, that this Dtght from Etheftert^ 
So well I have provided, takes alike 
The po\r'r and will to trouble your repofe. 

Offa. Hence from my prefence, hence, thou haggard mifchiei. 
And may difeafes, loathed as thy form, 
And as thine adUons foul, confume the remnant 
Of thy pernicious life. This work is thine. 

Sige. Are thefe the fruits of all my laboured fehemes ? 
Have I for this, with watchful nights, confum'd 
This feeble frame, and worn the day in mufing, , 
CVfeod and eafe immindful ?*-Be the fool 
Aecurft, who treads the tabyt iotb of courts ; 
And doubly curft th' ahibitious dave, who fells 
His peace and virtue, for a fiarteCnaa's name. 

Offa, 1 Ve dnn'd beyond redemption. Never more 
Shall OiFa's foul know reft, if Ethelbert^ 
That thought were madnefs.-^^Fiy^^recall our troops,— 
Prepare my fleeteft fteed.— Ourfelf will fly, 
To feek that injur'd youth — This anii iKall guard him. 
Elfrida fliall be his.«*-Thi5 very mght. 
With nuptial benedidlion, will I join 
Their plighted hands. — I know his noUe nature 
Retains not anger.-*He fliall be my fon. 
Dear as yogng Etbelred.**^lQ fight of heav n, 
I fwear a folemn league of amity. 
Between our kingdoms. Never fliall my iword 
Be drawn in wars ttnjuft.«<«Ambition's glare 
Shall dazzle me no more ; but works of peace 
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And mercy (hall obtain tb' unfaded palm^ 
Whofe wreath outfhines the laurel ftaia*d in blood* 



ACT V. SCENE 1. 



JJ'tght, — A gloomy forefi nmth a cane ; thunder and Ttghtmng* 

ETHELBERTy ElFRIDA, AlWINA, EbBA tflu/ ATTENDANTS* 
ETHELBERT^i 

Alas f yon falot Elfrida, let us feek 
Reft for your weary limbs. There is a cave^ 
That feeras, by nature, formM for haplefs love 
A friendly harbour. Thither let us tend. 
The gleaming fires, that run along the ground, 
^'ill guide our fteps. 

Ehha. Forgive thy fervant's zeal ; 
Due weft from hence, the hermit's dwelling lies, 
Mot many leagues ; and, could we reach that place^ 
We were in fafety. Compafs'd as we are 
With Offa's fquadrons, on the ftorm and darknefs 
Depend our hopes of Bight. The morning's dawa 
Will fooQ o'ertake us, for the ftar that reigns 
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At midnight in the zenith, ere the tempeft 
Began to rage, ftood o'er our heads diredl. 

Ethel. £bba, I thank thy love ; but fear and toil 
So prefs Elfrida, that her ftrength would fail, 
Should we proceed. 

jllw, Alas, my gracious lord. 
For pity feek yon cave : the night is fearful. 
Along our horfes backs, in undtuous ftrearas. 
The fiery vapours ran, blaz'd on their heads. 
Or kindled thro' their manes — hark, hark, that peal 
Of volley 'd thunder ! — Heav'n, in mercy, fpare us! 

EtbeL All nature's bonds are loofe. The elements, 
Abfolv'd from their allegiance to her laws, 
Ufurp each other's place, and wildly wage 
Inteftinewar; or, more ponentous, meet 
And blend in league ill-forted and difcordant. 
Now lightning fills the air, now, mix'd with rain, 
The (hooting meteors fall, an horrid fhow'r 
Of fire and water fcarce diftinguifhable. 
Where'er we turn, the failing earth recedes. 
All is a watry wafle. The howling wind 
Ploughs up the liquid plain, and whirls it round. 
In ftormy fleet. 

Elf. My deareft Ethelbert, 
Excufe a woman's weaknefs, that my heart. 
Though thou art near me, (inks beneath the terrors 
Of this moil dreadful night. — I would not fear. 
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My foul is manly, but my woman's frame^ 
Feeble and frail, fpite of my beft refolves> 
Deprefies it, and I could melt ia tears* 

EiheL My love, what have you fu£kr'd!—4nd for me--^ 
As through the woods wepafs'd, the tangled bosgbs 
Thy garments rent, and bruised thy tender linibs. 
And caught thy beauteous trc&s. From thy locks 
The drifted rain diftils. Thy lover's l&ods 
Shall prefs the moiflore forth, and o*er bis heart 
The flowing gold expand. Soon, ihall the warmth 
Of this fond bolbm dry it. Let my train 
Colled the withered leaves and branches fere. 
Scattered around this cave, and bid them flame 
To comfort her chilPd limbs» 

£lf. See, here are feats 
Difpos'd by nature's hand. The fliclving rock. 
Commodious bench, projedis, with downy moTs, 
Violet, and fccnted thyme, and tufted grafs 
O'er grown ; and mantling o'er the nigged walls. 
The creeping ivy fprcads her tapeftry. 
Of bright and glofly green*. After the toils 
Of night, this humble cave a palace feems, 

V 

* It may be aflced, how'conld Elfrida fee all this,*as it was dark nigjit ? 
I anfwer, by the gleam of the meteors a^ corufcations, that incefiantly 
filled the air; and befides, by this time, the train of Ethelbert 
might have ftrack a iig^t, to make a fire, as they were dircOcd to do 
by him. 
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With thee, my Etlielbert, wbofc gf otlis finite 
Can ev'iy ftate endear, and ev'ry fcene. 

EtheL What fafferings hath h«roic love «BdurM I- 
My heart bleeds for them. Thou wert ever nurft 
In pleafure's lap, and fondly Ipy'd, 9pd ch^rifli'd, 
And never felt rude blaft (H" driving rajn. 
Or knew but foft delights and golden eafe, 
Such as a palace yields. — To bear all this !— 
Which well might foil the ftreugth and fortitude 
Of hardy foldiers. Sure, the lifeof Ethelhert, 
Should it exceed the common flpace allowed 
To man, and all be (pent in tender cares, 
And fond obferrances, would prove too fbort 
To (how my gratitude* 

Elf, All words and ads 
Are infinitely weak, and fail to fliow 
What thine JElfrida feels. The more I ftrive 
To place my heart before thee, that thine eyes 
May read its' thoughts, the more expreflion fails.^- 
Sure I was born in fome ill-omen 'd hour> 
For thy deftrudlion. f Twas this fatal form 
That lur'd thy fteps to Mercia. 'Twas this form 
That arm'd my father's hand to injure thee. 
This form laid Anglia wafte. This fatal form 
Expofes thee to the relentlcfs rage 
And perils of this night. 

EtheL My d^areft, beft, 
£v^n toils and fufferings may become delightful ; 
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That draw forth gratic oiEccs of klndncfs^ 
From thofe we love. 

EUa. My lord, this boding heart 
Tells me we are purfued ; at intervals, 
When the fell whirlwinds intermit their howl. 
And thunders ceafe to roar, methinks, I hear 
The found of horfe ; and once, with (hrilly tone» 
A bugle founded. 

EtbeL Haply, through the gloom, '^* 

Some forefter belated feeks his way, 
Enungled and alone. — ^Yct, left the foe 
Unguarded find us, let our (couts advance.— 
Thou, Ebba, to the weftern path, that points 
Towards Juftus* dwelling ; — Ofoert, to the north ;— — 
Morcar and Siward watch, with {tn€t obfervance. 
The fouth and eaft. 

^Exeunt Ebba, 5cc. 
Elf. The lightnings ceafe to ffaA, 
A tender gleam of gray imperfed light 
Struggles for l>irth, and ftreaks the leaden ea(l. 
Forerunner of the morning.— May the dawn. 
On gold and purple wings, waft peace and joy 
.To my dear Ethelbert. 

[Ebba returns. 
Ethel. What tidings, Ebba ? 

Elba. Our fcout, advanc'd, can hear the voice of men 
Approaching through the fhadc; and once the gleam 
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Of flafhing light, repell'd from burnifli'd arms. 
Shot fearful on his eyes. 

Elf,. Oh moft imdone. — 
My lord, my Ethelbert^ where (hall we fly ?-^ 
My father comes. Oh five me from his rage. 
He tears, he tears, thee from me.-r-Let ^xs grow together 
Thps, thus. No more to part. 

Ethel. Prepare, to giv£ [to his trahu 

Our enemies fuch welcome, as a foe 

Should meet from valiant men. — Forbear, my love. 

Oh cling not thus around me. On my arm . 

Our future hopes depend. — This very how, 

This precious moment, labours with our doom* 

Well us'd, it gives to all our future livca 

Security and love.-^Muft I, then, fly 

From thine embraces ? Mufl: I break the clafpd 

Of thine encircling arms ? 
Elf. Yes, go, my warrior, 

And ftrength and vidory fit on thy helm.— — 

Yet, in the fight, for poor Elfrida's fake. 

Be careful of thy life ; and fiiouldft thou meet, 

Amidft the hoflile bands, my cruel father. 

Oh think on me, think on this faithful breafi. 

And fpare his rev'rend head. I know, the thought 

Will ftay the fword, uplifted for his fate. 

Muft you then leave me ? 
EthgL Better, feek the danger, 

Than tamely wait its coming. Valiant Ebba^ 
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Remain thou here ; an honourable charge^r 
My lov*d Elfrida, to thy care I give ; 
And leaving thee, I march with confidence ^ 
For well I know, oo harm will reach her breaff^ 
But through thine own. Lead on to vidory. 



SCENE II. 

£lfrida» Alwina^ aiu/Ebba* 

Elf. Say, gentle friends, do you not hope my hri 
Will vanquifh thefe aflailants ? — ^Why, I know not. 
But fure my heart beats high, with lively cheer. 
And prefages of good. — I did not think 
1 could have borne to fee my Ethelbert 
Go forth to battle ; but I know that heav'n/ 
If ever it rewarded, here on earth, 
The good with favour, will proteft his life, 
Palfy the hands, and blunt the fword and fpeaf,' 
That i^ttk his gentle breaft. 

jilw. Yes, deareft princefs, 
Heav'n will proteft the virtuous Ethelbert, . 
From hoflile rage. His life is due to man^ 
A pat^tern pf perfedlion. He fhall live,. ■ 
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IV) hold a. mirror of connubial love 
And faith unftain'd to ages yet' unborn. 

Elf, My poor Alwina, thine adventVous lore 
Hath all thy hopes refign'd^ to follow one 
"Whofe gratitude can ill requite thy cares. 
But fortune, yet, may fmife ; and happy days 
In Anglia wait us. Mean while, let thy lundnels 
Recorded liTe, in fond remembrance here. ' 

Ehha. Doubt not my lord will conquer % for his traiOf 
Of worth approved and hardihood, to quell 
Tenfold their number of the mercian bands, 
Excited by a monarch's voice and arm, 
Belov'd like Ethelbert, will deeds atchievc 
3eyond the ftrength of man* — Speak, warlike form.*^ 



S C E. N E IIL 

Enter^ to them^ a Me s Sen GBR. 

Advance not, on thy peril, ere thy tongue 

Unfolds what errand bids thee through the gloom, 

With vent'rous footfteps, -dare the hideous wild. 

And this more hideous ftorm. Though worn and for^ 

With toil thou feem'ft, a wild and eager joy 

?eer8 through thine eyes-— What art thou ? 
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Mejf. A true fubjeft 
To royal Ethelbert, I come from Ardulf.— 
AH night, with weary fteps, Pve journey'd. Oft, 
Encountering with the mercian force, I fcap'd, 
Through favour of the darknefs, and trac'd back 
My fteps with painful circuit. Deep morafs 
Ofitimes my feet entangled ; oft the gulph 
Of fome ftill-wandfring ftream, with fuddcn plunge 
O'erwhclm'd, receiv'd me. Oft I fcal'd, with pain. 
The fteep impending crags. But all my toils 
Are fully recompensed. I now fhall fee 
My king, and cheer his foul with joyful tidings. . 

Elba. Our lord is gone to battle ; but this princefs 
Takes a dear intVeft in whatever befaJls 
The king of Anglia. 

Elf* Here, repofe thyfelf. 
I fee thee fpent with labour. If thou bring'ft 
Aught good or happy, Ipcak it ; for piy foul 
Requires the healing balm of gladfome news. 
But hark, a trumpet founds. 

Ehba. It is my lord's ; 
Our band returns. 

Elf. Oh god, oh god, proteft 
My deareft Ethelbert ! He comes, he comes. — 
I tremble, but not with terror. — Yes, thefe eyes, * 
Again, fhall gaze on him, thefe eager arms 
Clafp him again, and ftrain him to my heart.— 
I will go meet hin>5-^lead me, lead me, Ebba. 
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SuppOTt my ftepSyv^Alwinay to thy caret 
That Granger 1 commend ; an hour of leifure 
Msiy ferre his tidings. Hark, again» the trumpet. 

lExatnt Elfrida and Ebba* 



SCENE IV. 

Alwina anJ Messenger. 

Meffl How bled; is Anglta's monarch, in a dame 
60 fair and exquiiite. Say, gentle maid. 
What fubjeds zealoas for their prince's weal 
Would gladly learn, her name and origin. 

jliw. Moft freely, ftranger, (he is call'd Elfrjdai 
To Mercia s warlike king (he owes her birth. 
But fairer than her charms, although (he (hines 
A paragon of b^uty, brighter far 
Than royal lineage is her virtuous fame. 
Thou, inretum, difclo£e what welcome tidings, 
With fpeed unwonted, urg'd thy painful fteps 
From Anglia hither. 

Mef. Could I fly« the tidings 
Deferv'd a falcon's wing. Know, faithful Ardulf, 
Colleding a finall band of vet'ran troops, 
Jlally'd the fugitive and poor remains 



i68 

Of Mercia's Tidory ; aod# with forc'd mMtch, 
Surprised the inyadcrs id their (^p fupiae» 
LuH'd in the wantonoefs of ftreDgth, and fcorniiig 
A rcmted foe. The tonfli^l held not long : 
Some fled dlfarm'd ; fome» in the neighb'ring ftream 
For fafety plung'd, and found a wat'ry death ; 
Some, with their arms at random* caught, and armour 
Unfitted and unbrac'd> a feeble fight 
Efiay'd at difbnce ; but> full foon, the fword 
Of valiant Ardulf, thundering on their creHs, 
A general rout compell'd. 

jilw. Lifl:, My methinks 
I hear the (houti of battle ; mix'di they rife 
With yelling whirlwinds. Nov» the clang of arms 
Comes pealing on mine ean 

Me^. Thou art deceived, 
'Tis but the wind* among the giant limbs 
Of tbefe huge oaks ; they tofs their knotty boughs^ 
And imitate the found of clafliing fwords^ 
Or fhield to fhield oppos'd. — My lord, my king* 

SCENE. V. 

jPfifer, to them, Ethelbert, fupporUd hy Ebba, with 
Elfrida. 

Ethel Oh 'twfts a glorioui night. Well have I ficfh'4 
;^y fword. This turn, — o fortune, thou wert juft. 
And crown'd the righteous caufc. 
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t Elf, Still, ftiD, you bleed,— 

I feel' the warm tide gufhing.— Let me tear 

Thefc robes, thefe trefTes, to bind up your wound. 
EtheL 1 am not hurt, my love, I muft be well 

And happy near thee, — Long the mercian chief, 

Held vi(5lVy doubtful.— *T was a lucky blow. 

That clove his cafque. On cv'ry fide, his train. 

Confounded, fled, as if th' eternal arm 
\ Was bar'd to fmite them. Then, my ravag'd plains 

And fubjecls murder'd crowded on my mind, 

And bath'd my fword in vengeance. As he fled, 
I One coward turn'd, and fent an arrow back. 

Me/f. May heav'n, with vengeance, mark the caitiff wretch^ 
Ethel. Yet fure.I thank him. To that (haft, I owe 

Senfations, Tweeter than I knew before. 

Oh when my dear Elfrida's flow'r-foft hands. 

Cold, fmooth, and white as lilies, touch'd my arm, 
I To draw the bearded fteel, methinks, my heart 

Leap'd bounding to the place, to meet her touch ; 

But when the foft warm coral of her lips 

Was to the wound apply'd, from ev'ry part , 

The hurried fpirits crowded ; foul and fenfe 
I Were centred there, and all my frame befide 

Was but a rigid monumental form.— - 

Oh perfefl happinefs ! — Such full content 

Complete and abfolute ! — I could have died.-^ 
Elf, No, live and love, aW make Elfrtda bleft, 

^hp jcnows nor joy nor earthly good without thee* 
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Her only name for happinefs is Ethelbcrt.-^— 
Andy more to glad thee, fee this gallant ftranger. 
He brings thee welcome tidings. 

Mejf, I am come, ' 

To tell my lord he reigns again in Anglia. 
Ardulf, triumphant o*6r the foe, by me, ^ 

Greets thee, and bids thee hafte, with beft difpatch 
. To join thy force to his, which ev'ry hour 
Swells with new levies. 

EtheL Now I am indeed 
A monarch. Twice, to brave and loyal Ardulf^ 
Stand I indebted for a crown. Elfrida, 
Said I not hope and fmiling days fhould yet 
Await us ? 

Ehba, Arm, my lord, a powerful band 
Approaches ; if mine eye deceives me not^ 
*I heir chief is Mercia's king. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter ^ to tbem, O^fa, with Justus and Attendants. 

Ofa, Ye gallant Saxons, 
Prepare not for defence. No hoftile purpofe 
Is mine. ,1 come a meflenger of peace, 
O prince, you fee a royal fuppliant here. 
Who work'd thee cruel wrong ; but happier thou, 
. The injur'd, than th' injurious ; for the wound 
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Of guHt will prove intolerable, unlefi 

Thy pardon heal. Lower to thee I bend, 

Than OfFa thought, he ever fhould to man. 

But, next to virtue pure, 'tis noblenefs ^ 

To mourn a fault, and feek, by reparation, 

To cancel paft offences. 

Ethel O my father. 
Tor, by that dear and venerable name, 
I now may call thee, bend not thus to me, 
Whom beft the pofture fuits, thy fon, by duty 
As by the ties of dear and fond alliance. 
My pardon — rather fay my gratitude. 
, Paft feeraing wrongs as benefits appear. 
That fwell and double thus the prefent joy. 

OJa. My child, Elfrida, fear not npW my curfc. 
For converfe held with Ethelbert. Thy father, 
By this embrace, abfolves thee. Smiling days 
And mutual love await you. I am come. 
To join the plighted hands, and faithful hearts, 
) vainly ftrove to fever. 1 have wak'd 
As from an horrid dream ; and now I loath 
My own ambition. On the precipice. 
My foot was timely ftay'd. . Unhappy Bertha 
Ruih'd furious on, and pcrifh'd in th' abyfs. 

EtbeL What ?— Perifti'dfay'ft thou ?— When ?— How ?— Righ- 
teous heav'n ! 

Offa. Yes ; Bertha is no more. — But think not of her, 
jit were a tale too dreadful for thine ear; 
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Nor could I bear it ; 'twould, with grief renew- d, 
Convulfe my heart. — Now, let us fix pur eyes 
On bright and fmiling profpedls. All my wifh 
Is to repair the paft. With homeward fteps, 
E?'n now, my troops from Anglia bend their marchf 
And whatfoever wrongs thy people felt. 
In perfon or polfeflion, from their inroad. 
Be tenfold recompensed. 

Elf. Yes, I do wake.— 
My words hy wonder, doubt, and fear fuppreft 
At lad find way. — My father, omy father, 
Beft, deareft, kindeft.-^-On her knees, Elfrida 
Blefles, and thanks thee ; thanks with guihing tears—* 
But not of grief. — O 1 have much endur'd ! 
But this, this goodnefs^ over-pays it all* 

Offa. Rife, . daughter ; king of Anglia, take her hand. 
The heav'ns rain bleffings on you, that your joys 
May be proverbial, and fucceeding times. 
When they would carry benedidtion high, 
As human voice can utter, to their darlings 
May fay, " be happy, as the gentle prince 
" That wedded Offa's daughter." May your children 
Cling round thefe knees, when failing age, from war. 
And manly fports, (hall hold me prifoner, 
Play with my filver beard, and, with their prattle. 
Deceive th^ weary hours of life's decline. 

Elf, Ah me for pity ! wretched that I am ! 
J^ook up, my lord, oh he is fick to death ! 
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Unufual chillnefs feizes him ; his brow 

Is cold and damp ; his face is deadly pale.-^' 

Oh let me chafe thy hands in mine ; and bid 

The genial warmth return.— Come, fit thee down ; 

On thine Elfrida's faithful breaft recline 

Thy gentle head. — Help^ help ! — ^Oh hear'n, he faints; 

Ethd. It is too late. - The dart^ that pierc'd my arm» 
Was dipt in poifbn» Pangs, fierce burning pangs. 
Throb eager at the wound, convulfe my frame^ 
And (hake my laboring heart.-:— I p^ot — I gafp-^ 
Elf, Oh founds of horror.— Not the volley'd fire, 

i Darted from angry heav'n ; not jocking earth, 

Trembling and heaving, with her inborn flame. 
Would fo confound me. But thou, (halt not die,— > 
Or if thou mu(t', yet, ftay for thine Elfrida I 
I feel the venom too. — My foul ftands plum'd. 
To (hare thy flight ennobled and complete, 
This hour (hall crown our loves ; for, at my heart 
The bufy poifon works. 

Ethel, Oh talk not thus. — 
Now death has ftings, indeed. — Thy tears and eric?, 

i Thy parting agonies, unman my heart. 

; Angds, that hover round us, footh her grief, 

I Bring heav'nly balm and healing on your wings. 

Shade her from fierce impatience and dcipair.— 

\ Ah little does (he know the rending pangs, l^Jt^^' 

That throb and agonize ia evVy nerve, — 
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InfufFerable torments !— How theftpeimf 
Of molten lead devour my vitals up I — 
My blood is flaming fulphur, my parch'd lips 
A glowing furnace ; and my fiery breath 
A blading exhalation ! — Oh dea^th^ death. 
Wilt thou not fold me in thine icy\arms ? — 

Offa, My child, Elfrida, to thy heart fpeak comfort. 

jE^ Comfort ! — I know not, now, what comfort means. 
The day is clofe ihut in, and now, for night, 
A'dread and gloomy night bedew'd with gore. 
See here, fee here. — Thou haft deftroy'd a youth, 
Whofe fingle worth the kings of earth outweighs. 

Offa, 'Tis juft, o god, *tis juft, 1 bear all this \ 
All this, and more. — 'Thefe arc my fatal works. 
*Tis fit, I fhould become the verieft wretch. 
That ever crawl'd and agoniz'd on earth ; 
Stript of my grandeur by th* ufurper*s hand ; 
Defpis'd and abjeft ! Give me, o ye pow'rs, 
A ftrong enduring heart, and patience firni. 
To bear my lot of torments, which fhall rife, \ 

If juftice dwells above, o'er human woes. 
To reach a height ftupendous as my crimes ! 

Ethel Be patient, king,— thy fonow comes too late. 
Th' almighty doom is paft. It was decreed, 
That Ethelbert fhould fall. . But, for my fake,— 
* Tis all th* atonement thou can'ft make my (hade> 
Be kind to poor Elfrida ! — ^At the paft 



^75 

*Twere vain to murmur. Earthly things have loft 
Their influence o'er my foul. Here I am weak— 
And here alone. Fairer to me thou feem'fty 
As at this folemn hour, I gaze my laft. 
Than, in the foft enchanted days of peace^* 
When firft 1 lov*d thee !— Feel my burfUng heart; 
It throbs within my breaft to blend with thine !^ — , 
My pangs are fled, a fweet and blefTed calm 
My being melts in gentle languiftiment.. 

Elf, I am ndt thunder ftruck. I (till can fpeak. 
And gaze abroad, and fee my wretchednefs. — 
My Ethelbert, —he's fled — he anfwers not. — : 
Fled, like a vifion, — but I am refignV, — 
My love thou art at reft— o when fhall death ? — 

EtbeL That tuneful voice recalled my parting foul.— 
Farewell — but not for ever. — Gracious heav'n ! 
Sure, we fliall meet, — and yet I am— thou know'ft — 
Heav'n, heavn, receive and blefs. — This heart— farewell, 
The grave's deep filence fliall fend forth a voice — 

Elfrida, afier gazing a longtime on Ethelbert, as Jhejlands 
over bis hody^ tvith folded arms, Jits down on the earth. 

Here will I fit, -a monument of woe. 
Which men (hall come to gaze upon with wonder. 
I will not fhare my proud ambitious grief, 
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Ev*D With the Dobleft of the race. My fighs 

In dif^ant folitary pomp fhatl hesTe ; 

For never forrow had Co great a theme. 

So full, fo fair, fo high. Break, break, my hearty 

Sooner than (jpare an atom of thy freights 

Here is a pang that fcorns the aid of words, 

And groans and cries, the common forms of grief.— » 

Silence fhall fpeak it beft, thefe rigid nerves. 

Eyes fix'd, and limbs unmov'd, but chiefly death.-*** 

Earth reels and daggers ;— down a depth immenfe^ 

I fink — I fink — commix'd in giddy whirls. 

How all things round me fwim in formleft mid f 

Eyes gaze your laft— crack eyeftrings— and break heart.'^ 

Tis pafl— 'tis done— receive me, Etheibert i 

'Jujius. Why is the barren tribute of at tear^ 
All 1 can pay to loVe and innocence ? 
Eilrang'd from human life, and all its caress 
Id calm religion's port, this fight of woe 
To mortal forrows drags me back again. 
Renews the warmth and bleeding fypipathy 
Of early life. Reilraio thy tears, king 1 
They flow in vain. 

OJfa. And therefore *tis they flow. - 
1 am a wretch, indeed, abandoned mofl 
Of every guardian pow'r. Yet am I firm 
'Midft fierceft pangs. I wonder at myfelf, ' 
That reafon keeps her hold, with eyes unmov'd. 
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To view the mifchiefs I have caused, — ^thc wreck , 

Of all moft noble, amiable, and good. 

In human-kind, by thefe accurfed hands. — 

My fweet Elfrida, in the flow'r and prime 

Of bloomy youth. The gentle Ethelbert, 

The boaft of Britain's ifle I—What force withholds 

This raJRx unhappy hand, th^t, with a blow. 

It (hould not break the cords of mifery. 

That flrain me on the rack, and bid me fleep ? 

Jufita. Forbear, o monarch ; fuchdefponding words 
Difparage manhood, and renounce the duty 
Thy fubjcdts challenge. Twere i» bold rebellion 
Againft thy maker. Wouldll thou kill thy mind, 
With all her eagle brood of noble aims ? 
Let works of mercy, piety, and peace 
Redeem thy guilt ; and thou /halt be forgiv'n* 

{Exeunt omnes. 



LETTER TO A FRIEND, 



ON rut St7Bj£CT or TBE 



SAXON PRINCES. 



THE, dramatic piece, which accompanies this letter, was the pro- 
duction of an early part of my life ; it lay long covered with the duft of 
oblivion; and Wa§ remembered, only, to be deftroyed ; had not the 
interference of a friend redeemed it, from the flames^; and perfuaded 
me -to revife it, for the public eye. I ftate this fimply, to account for 
the many faults which will be found in the Saxon Princes; not to 
extenuate them : I know, it wants the buftle and intrigue, fo neceflary 
. to the modem drama ; T know, that many of the fpceches niay be 
thought declamatory, diffuie, and languid ; but I flatter myfelf, it con- 
tains a purity of fentiment, and a fbain of morality, which, with a can- 
did reader, will hide a multitude of Hns ; and fufBctently plead the 
author's excufe for preferring, and publiihing, this drama. 

You have criticifed my produ£Hon, with a friendly feverity ; for 
which I thank you ; and, to ihow what deference I pay to your opi- 
nions, and how attentively I weigh every thing which falls from you, 
1 (hail try, impar congreflus Achiili, to anfwer your objections.— They 
, arc four in number. 
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V<lur firft and, in my mind^ moft formkta'ble objection is, that Bertha < 
has too near a refembiance to the Alicia of Rowe, in Jane Shore ; 
there may, perhaps, be fome eaiual traits of refembiance, bnt I plead 
notgoilty, to the charge of imitation. The range of human aftions is 
bdundlefs; but, amidfl the great variety of a£lions, the number of 
thofe, which have fufficient ftrength and energy, to catch the eye, to 
ftaiid out and become (Iriking points of view; in other words, to yield 
interefting ftage fituations, is confined indeed. If we were to prohibit 
the writers of the prefent day, from employing any characters or inci- 
dents, , which had been touched by their predeceflbrs, all new drama- 
tic |>rodu6tions mud be at an end. The confli^ of paflion is the fa- 
▼oujrite engine of tragedy ; the fituatidn of a. mind torn at once by love, 
jeal^ufy, and a fenfe of duty repugnant to both, as it is highly pitia- 
ble, in real life, fo, is it extremely a/Teding, in ftage reprefcntation ; 
fucli a iituation was naturally fiiggefted by my fubjeCt; and, I adopted it, 
witjiout the fmalleft reference to any other dramatic performance. As 
to l)ngle speeches, or individual lines, I cannot charge my memory with 
any taints of plagiarifm. 1 know that the introduClion of madnefs has 
falleti into foioie difcredit, and perhaps juftly. A mad fcene has been 
a kind of bow of Ulyfles, in which every tragic writer, great and finall, 
who wi(hed to produce a rant, has tried his ftrength ; yet, what is more 
oatural, than privation of reafon, under violent agitations of mind ? 
And* what is better calculated, to produce, in ftage reprefcntation, the 
dramatic eife£ts of terror and pity ? The fcene of madnefs in the Saxon 
Princes is very fliort, as mad fccnes always fhould be, and you will al- 
low, that it is prepared with more probability, than mad fcehes ufually 
^re ; as Bertha is fuppofed to have fwallowed poifon, and to be near her 
end J /bthat the deleterious effeifts of an envenomed drug, and the ap- 
proach of death, almoft invariably productive, in themfclves, 6f infanity, 
concur with the intolerable feelings of a violent, a criminal, and re- 
morfeful mind. 

Yoar fec5nd objection is more minute, and in the fpirit of fevcre 
criticifm.— That Bertha is introduced, as having m her poflcflion a 
portrait of Ethelbert ; which, you aftert, to be a violation of the cof- 
tume, as, moft probably, miniature piCbires were wholly unknown, at 
the period, in which, the fubjeft matter of my play is fuppofed to have 
happened : but, if you will look into the hiftory of the arts, at the time 
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•f the iaioB hepUrchy*, y6u wiU find, that painting and fcuiptHre 
were not then unknown, or unpra€ti(ed ; and, that being the caie, ilt 
was both polfible and probable that Bertha might have in her poT- 
feflion a portrait of Etbelbert ; and> a probable poflibility is all that 
poetry requires. 

Another, and more feriout, obje^on h to the character of Offa r 
his irrefolution, and frequent change of his detemtinations may be con- 
fidered, as a violation of that rule, which the dramatic poet fhonld ever 
have before his eyes, when he undertakes, t6 paint charaAers ; qualis 
ab incepto proceflcrit, aut fibi condet. — Never, fay you, was man of 
f ) (lern a character, fo fickle and undecided.— Let us fee, whether 
Offa, as 1 have drawn him, may not be defended. — The rule is in die 
^ alternative-^-Let each perfbn either a£i in a manner perfe£tly confident 
throughout the drama ; or let the changes in his condu^, and varia- 
tions from that line of a£tion, in which, at firft outfct,.the fpe£tator 
or reader might reaibnably expeft him to perfevere, be confiflent with 
the general outline, and leading features, which the poet has ailigned 
him ; and, let them be Co fully accounted* for, by the operation of ez- 
trinfic caufes aiid agents, that the very deviations front the pn^otai- 
nant character (hall be the refiilt of xtfelf, and variation, analysed and 
rightly underftood, fliall prove to be uniformity, 'to illAdrate thi» 
rule, by the cafe of a departure from it, the Iphigenia in Aulis, of Euri- 
pides, is ccniiired by Ariftotlc, for afliiming an heroic fortitude and 
contempt of death, in the latter end of the play, inconfiflent with 
the love of life and fbft timid charafter, which the poet has at- 
tributed to her, in the beginning of the drama. • Now, let ns try the 
character of Offa, on this (latute of criticifm. Men of warm tempers, 
and ftrong pallions are not always remarkable for (leadiners of condud. 
The uniformity of character, which prefents for ever the fame predomi* 
nant feature, refnlts from the excefs of fome one'paflion, and the ab- 
fence of others. The difpofition of the king of Mercia was not of this 
kind ; he was not decidedly fwayed by one mling paifion ; he was not 
a fanguinary tyrant, a mere favage warrior ; he was a man of paflion«, 
violent indeed, but various, and many of his paiTions counteracted each 
other ; he was fond to excefs of his wife and of hi* daughter, whoie 

* Henry's Hiftoryof England, Vol. I. 
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^nterefts were inconfiftcnt, and, who alternately influenced his conduft^ 
with irrefiftibie force ; he was a prince, of great virtues, a lover of 
juftice, humane, and religious, according to the fafhion of the times ; but 
he was hurried away by the dictates of an oret-weening ambition, and, 
the fafcinating idea of eftablilhing an univerfal dominion over the 
faxon dates ; fuppofe 9U thefe contending emotions and inconfiftent 
aims abating the mind of man 5 and muft they not produce, exa£lly, 
fvLch an uncertainty of conduA, (uch contradictory reiblves, ijuch a 
flnduating charaQer, as I have attributed, 1 might more properiy &y, 
^tradition and hiftory have appropriated and attached to the king of 
Mercia. The Saxon Princes does, in fa£l, but draw into dialogue ao 
ihiftorical relation, embellifhed with poetical language, and diveriified 
with a few epifbdical drcumilances. Ita^uaily appears, from hiftory, 
that the king of Eaft-Anglia refided at the court of Ofia, as the in- 
tended hufband of his daughter, that he was a young prince of great 
merit, and that he was bafely murdered by him, at the inftigation Of 
his queen ; it is not improbable, and, therefore, I have taken the li- 
berty of iiippofing that this inftigation proceeded from the fury of 
flighted love ; it alfo appears, that Oifa was flrock with the deeped 
forrow, and contrition, for the horrid ^eed he had committed ; and 
endeavoured, tO\ atone for it, by pilgrimages, penances, and other 
.a£ts of piety, according to the bigotry of that fuperftitious age ; and, 
particularly, by an unbounded liberality, to the church, which in tho^c 
times, was fuppofed efficacious to hide a multitude of fins. Now, if 
his remorfe, after having committed the crime, was fb poignant, may- 
we not reafonably conclude, that the druggies of confcicnce, which 
preceded it, were moil fevere ? 

Your laft objcAion is, that Elfrida is fuppofed to fuck the wound of 
Bthelbert, which, in your opinion, offends againfl probability, it 
I being, as you contend, a thing phy/icaily impracticable, to flick a 

I wound. Without examining the furgical wpight of this objection, I 

' ihall fly, from the dorm of criticifm, to fhelter myfelf under the ve- 

I jierable branches of hidory and tradition.— No— I will not aniwer you,— 

I the Black prince fhall rife from the dead, and lead his beloved Eleanor 

. by the hand to anfwer you. 



Adieu, my friend. It were aseafy, to defend my play, with all its 
faults, as to jnftify the unwarrantable length of this cpiftlc ; yet, I have 
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two txcnks to make, even for that ;— firft, that by your Ceeaiiiis ta 
take fuch an intereft in my tjrifling prodoAkma, I am indaced to trouble 
you often, and much ; fecondly, that I take ib much pleafurcy in writ*- 
ing to you, that when I once begin a letter to yoo, I never know how 
to fiibicribe myfelf , your 

affectionate fneod» 

W. P. 



MESSENE FREED; 



CRUEL VIRTUE, 



T R A O E P Y. 



r 
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ARGUMENT. 

I FIND the argument of this drama ready made to my hand, in that 
elegant work of the abbe Barthelemi, entitled, the travels of Anachar- 
fis ; I (hall therefore tranfcribc his words. «* The Meflenians enjoyed, 
during many ages, an undifturbed tranquillity, in a country, which fuf- , 
ficed to fupply all their wants, and beneath the mild influe^ice of a iky 
perpetually ferene. They were free ; they had wife laws, (imple man- 
ners, kings, who loved their people, and joyous feftivals to relax them 
after their labours.'* 

<< On a fudden, the alliance, by which they weie united to the Lace- 
demonians, received a mortal wound ; the two dates mutually accufed 
each other, and menaces fucceeded to complaints. Ambition, till then, 
enchained by the laws of Lycurgus, iieized the moment to break his fet- 
ters, and loudly calling injuAice. and violence to his aid, entered into the 
hearts of the Spartans ; and incited them, to fwear on their altars, never 
to. lay down their arms, till they had enilaved Meflenia. The deftruc- 
tive paflion, elated with his firft fuccefs, led them to one of the fummits 
of mount Taygetus, and (hewing them the rich countries that lay be- 
fore their eyes, introduced them into a fortified place, which belonged 
to their ancient allies, and ferved as a barrier ^o the two dates." 

** Euphaes was then on the throne ; he liflened to the advice of the 
chiefs of the nation ; he excited the ardent courage of the Meflenians ; 
t)ut reflrained it, till it might be exerted with fuccefs. Whole years 
fcarce fufficed, to enure to military difcipline, a people, too long accui^ 
tomed to the inert enjoyments of peace. In that interval, he learnt to 
' fee, without a murmur, his harvefls deftroyed by the Lacedemonians.'* 

<« Twice, the moment of vengeance appeared to approach ; twice, the 
folrces of the two flates met in the martial conflict ; but victory dared 
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not yet to decide the important difpute, and her indecifion accelerated 
the ruin of the MciTenians. Their army was enfeebled from day to day, 
by the lofs of a great number of warriors, by the garrifbns which it was 
neceflary to maintain in different places, by the defertion of (laves, and 
by. an epidemical difeafe, which began its ravages in a country formerly 
fy flourifhing. In this extremity, it was refolved to entrench the army 
on mount Ithome, and to confult the oracle of Delphi. The priefts, and 
not the gods, dilated the anfwer. The fafety of Meflcnia, (aid they, 
depends on the facrifice of a youthful maiden, drawn by lot, from among 
the reigning family on the throne.*'* 

** Ancient prejudices blinded all eyes, to the atrocious crime of obeyinjj 
fuch an injunction. The fatal urn was brought, and theiot condemned 
to death the daughter of Lyfifcus ; but her father, fuddenly withdrawing 
her from every eye, fled with her to Lacedemon. The warrior Arifto- 
demus inftantly advanced, and in defpite of the tender affe^on, which 
reraonftrated in his heart againft the ad, ofl'ered his own to the altar. 
She had been affianced to one of the favourites of the king, who ran to 
proted her. He went farther ; to fave her, he ventured even to caft an 
impntation on her ipnocence, and declared that the rites of Hymen had 
already been confummated. The horror of fuch a falffaood, the dread 
of difhonour, paternal love, the fan^ty of his word, a multitude of con- 
trary emotions, agitated, with fuch violence, tht mind of Ariflodemns, 
that the ftroke of defpair was neceflary to afford hjm relief. He feized 
a ponyard, and his daughter fell dead at his feet, in the view of the 
fliuddering fpe^tors. The priefl, unfated with blood, exclaimed, — f* It 
« was not piety, but madnefs, that guided the hand of the murderer; 
•« the gods require another viftim T* And another they fhall have, re- 
plied the furious multitude, who immediately fell upon the wretched 
lover, whom they would have torn to pieces on the fpot, had not the 
king appeared the tubiult, and perAiaded them, that the conditions of 
the oracle were fulfilled." 

As to the pa* t which Lyfifcus, his wife, and the prie(le(s of Juno, 
take in the aftion of this drama, it is equally fandioned by hiftory, as 
appears from the folloA^ ing pafTages in'Stanyan, vol. I. page 71,—" The 
oracle demanded a virgin, for a facnfice, of the family of .^pytus, the 

* THc hoiife of .^pytus. 
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. fon of Crefphontes; and the lot fell upon the daughter of Lyfifcvs; 
-who being thought iuppofitious, Ariftodemus offered his daughter.—* 
Some years after Lyfifcus, who had fled to Sparta, with his daughter^ 
"where ihe died, was taken, and tried at Ithome, as a deferter ; but was 
acquitted by the voluntary confeiCon of the prieflfefs of Juno*s temple, 
who owned the child to be hers, and that ihe had fecretly conveyed 
it to Lyfifcus's wife ; wherein fhe was eafily credited ; becanfe, by 
this confefCon, flie could propofe nothing lefs than the immediate 
foifttturc of her pricfthpod." 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA. 



MEN. 

EuPBAEs, King of Meflene. 

Aristodbmus, ^ Principal Mefienians of the houTo «f 

Lysiscus, t -ffipytus. 

Ephebolus, Priefl of Apollo. 

PuxLocLES, Son to Lyiiscns. 

Alcanobr, a young Mefleniao, friend to Philocles. 

Tisis, a peribn fent to confult the oracle at Delphos. 

WOMEN. 

Tecmessa, Wif e to Lyfiscus, and Mother to Anthemoe* 

EvADNE, Prieftefsof Juno. 

DioKE, Daughter to Ariftodemus. 

An THEMOE, reputed Daughter to Lyfifcus. 

Befides thefe, there is a train of Virgins,, -who appear in the pro- 
ccflions of Priests and Choristers, of the family of iEpytus and 
of other Meilenians, 

The fcene is laid in Ithome, the capital of Meffene. 



I 



ACT L SCENE I. 



' Ithomc-^An area^ furrounded hy magnifiani JkuSures : on the one 
bandf the Teitiple of Diana ; on the other, the Temple of ApoUom 

EUPHAES) ARlSTODEMUSy LySISCUS, 

and others of the principal Me/fenianSf as in council* 

EUPHAES. 

Friends, we are met, to try what healing counfels, 
The hard neceiEty of this dread moment 
To wifdom may fuggcft ; for fure 'twill tafk 
WifHom and courage both, with fteady hand, 
To guide the lab'ring yefTel thro' the billows 
That ftrain her fides, and, to devour her, ope 
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A fathomlefs abyfs. What iacrifice. 

What prayers, what rites, avert the threaten^ ills ? 

Lyf. More eafy were it, to defcnbe and mourn 
Thofe ills^ that all without diftindion feel. 
Than to devife their cure ; all offerM terms 
* Of peace are tain ; for, with unfated rage 
Of enmity, which ever keenefl' burns 
In kindred bofbms alienate, the Spartan 
Thirfts for Meflene's downfall. 

jirif. Terms of. peace ! 
Perifh the word and thought ! and doubly periih 
The diiftard fpirit, that would bid MeiTene, 
In vile humiliation, floop to Sparta, 
And humbly flie for bonds ! far other weight 
Our hands have learn 'd to bear, the lance, and fword 
Bright gleaming on the foe.- — Behold the helots. 
And fue for terms to Sparta. — ^They will tell you. 
What from the juftice and the moderation 
Of Sparta you may hope. 

Euph, Recall to mind. 
Not diftant is the day, Amphea's fate. 
The fpartan fword without compaiEon rag'd. 
Of fax or age. Not then the hallow*d flirines 
Sa?'d their pale fuppliants ; .ev*n the fraoaking altars 
Where clouds of incenfe wreath'd,, were grafp'd in vain. 
In vain the infant to his mother's breafl 
For fafety clung ; the ruffian tore him thence. 
And dafli'd him on the ground, and in the duil 
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Trampled his little lim!» ; or with his parent 
Wounded and falntiogy to the ground he fell. 
And groy'ling near, and feeking from her breaft 
The wonted nutriment) he drained for milk 
L.ife'8 purple ftream, and all his little lipd 
"With gore were crimfon'd. 

Ephd. By the flowing locks, ^ 

"Virgins were dragg'd to outragp. Oft ^e blobd 
Of ailain lire, or brother^ ftain'd and clotted 
The daughters comely trefles. At the altar. 
Loving and lov*d, the youth and virgin fell 
Lock'd in each others arms, and with one fpeir ^ 
Transfix'd. 

Arif. Here, let us join our plighted hands, • 
And fwear that we will know, nor peace, nor truce, 
With thofe fell (partan dogs ; nor (heath the fword 
Till Neda*s ftream flow red with hoftifc gore. 

Lyf. Thy warmth is virtuous, brave Ariftoderaus, 
I feel as thou doft. Who, that loves his country, 
Feels not and execrates the cruel wrongs. 
Of {anguinary Sparta ? But thy words 
Sound rather the fierce gloom of defperation, 
Than fettled courage, which the rays of hope 
Guide to its aim. What hope for poor MefTene, 
With force unequal 'gainft a mighty foe, 
Fierce and relentlefe, and by oppofition, 
And wounded pride, to hate incurable 
Goaded contending ? Ev'n the elements 
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Are leagued with Sparta. Thro' the jgroaang air. 

Pernicious demons urge the lurid blaft. 

With fed infedfon charg'd. On man and beaft 

Falls the dire influence | and the plague confomes 

What fwdrd and famine fpare. Night after night, 

TerriBc portents fill th* inclement iky ; 

And (anguine meteors roll their crimfbn waves. 

Crowding and trembling, thro' the turbid vault 

Of congregated vapours. 

Euph^ Hear ye not 
The fullcn murmurs of the famifhM trowds^^ 
*Z hat fink in deep defpair ? — In vain to heav'a 
Their eyes are caft : impenetrable gloom 
Drawn o'er, a fatal curtain, feems outfpread 
On purpofe, to dcprefs. the foul of man. 
With thoughts of wrath divine ; while, from hisr fighfe^ 
It fnatches, with the light, the hopes of heav'n, 
/.nd to his dark and drooping foul prefents 
Unvaried fadnelsv 

^rif. Let the elements 
Contend, and meteors glare, and portents low'r 
Difmay to feeble fouls \ the manly mind 
Holds its fix'd aim ; and from itfclf alone, 
From the bright portion of the god in man. 
Derives its auguries. Let heav'n in wrath 
Chaftife the nations ; virtue fteers her courfe 
LTnterrified ; (he knows that wrath divine 
Burns not for her ; (he knows the elements 
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Rage not at rlrtve i that th' aimightjr ami. 
That launchM the comet thro' th' eieinal voi^^ 
Or kindled meteors in the jtroubled fky, 
Sends not his terrors forth, to fcare the ibuji 
From wife and noble aim» or patriot deed. 

Lyf. But how (hall they, whom dire caJajpityi 
Whether from wrath divine, or fickle chance^ 
It matters not, hath humbled in the duft. 
Low as the trampled worm^ with fpirit elate, 
Panger, and doubt, and^ death, and worfe than all. 
Endure the w^ck of every charity^ 
That fweetens human life. Ea^h tender pledge 
Cries outfor peaces— «—-^' Oh (hall the warrior's virtue, 
^' Rugged and (lern, tbe milder dudes chafe 
,^ Of fire and huQ^and \ Will ye fee us drj^'d, 
" And buteher'd at the altars ?— Happy they 
^ Who meet fuch fate ! and wretched who furvive 
^* To bondage or difhonour ! — Will ye bear, 
^ To fee your houfes, erft the calm abodes 
" Of fweet domeftic comfort, wrapt in fire ?— » 
" To fee the walls, where feftive rite and dance, ' 
^* And nuptial hymn, refounded, late, and joy, 
^ In ruins tumbled by the foes entomb 
/ Their miferable owners ?" 

j?i^. Good Lyfifcus, 
Thy words may challenge weighty The ipirit of maiv 
Muft fail contending with the varied ills, 
. That urge this groaning land, Oqr p^afants, (lain, 
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Maaure the plains they tOlM ; while thro' our ftreets^ 

With pallid vifages, like corfes wak'd 

From death, their cearmeots burft, expiring throngs 

Emaciate glide ; and fcowl with horrid looks 

Of deadly coni^ernation ; and in vain, 

Stript by the fpoilcr, cry for food and raiment. 

Ljf, And cry in vain. — The hand of dire difeafe 
Hath fmote the gen'ral heart ; and turn'd to ftone 
The tender nature. O/Eces of ^ood. 
And pious thoughts, and mercy, and compafEon, 
Ate vanifh'd all, with our profperity. 
Infuriate with a fenfe of wrath divine. 
And hopelefs of relief, within thefe walls 
Infedious pent, the wretched people fall. 
Our ways are heap'd with death ; the flave and noble 
Sink undiftinguilh'd. All our fprings are choak'd 
With livid corfes ; and our hallow'd Ihrines 
Are fiird with death obfcene. 

Euph. Propitious heav'n. 
Avert thefe fuff 'rings ! or at leaft reveal 
Their fatal caufe. 

Efheh. With trembling hope, We wait 
The facred mandate from Apollo's fhrine. 
Tifis, to whom in charge 'twas giv'n to feek 
The (hrine at Delphos, and with hallowM awe 
Explore the will divine, muft foon return. 

Euph, When Tifis parted hence, the pointed horns 
Of Cynthia's filver bow to the weftward turn'd ; 
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Nw, chang'd, with adverfe aim, to th' caft they point j 
Yet fill! he lingers. 

( 
SC E N E II. 3 

SnteTf to them, Philocles* 

Lyf. O, my Philocles, 
What bring'ft thou from the camp, where ftern in arms 
Our chofen youth, Meffene's laft refourcc, 
Await the fpartan rage ? , 

PM. All yet is fiiU ; 
A formidable paufe, of rifing ftorms 
Prefageful. From the chain of hills, that bound 
The hated foil of hoilile Lacedemon, 
To reedy Pamifus,* encamp our bands, 
Ten thoufand warriors ; and, with beating hearts, 
Expedt their monarch's prefence. 

j^r'ff.' Why, young man. 
At fuch a moment, when the thoughts of war 
All other cares fhould chace, defert the camp, 
Smit with the love of home, and foft delights. 
That in a city reign ? 

* Pamifus, a river of Mcflene. 



Phil. Spare the reproachf ' 
By me unmerited, who feek to proTe^* 
Tho* oot thy fon by blood, thy fon by worth. 
And heir, by imitation, of thy virtues. 
But, in this interval, while yet the fword 
Sleeps in its (heath, raethi|iks a fon pr brother. 
Without difgrace, may one foft moment fparcf 
Por nature and affedtion ; to the camp 
He bears the laft embFace, thA poniag fighs, 
Adieus half murmured, gentle tears, and feelings 
Of tender clafps foft-fbaining, from the fem^^les 
Belov'd a^ home, his fureft Aro^ i]|ci|efl|e9|, 
To deeds of hardihood. 

jirif. Think not, good youth, 
1 hold thy valour cheap ; — the gods forbid* 
But, all my ardent foul is fill'd with r^iget 
Impatient of re^rain^ when L revolve 
The woes of poor Meflene, apd the pr^de 
Of fierce ufurping Sparta. 

EupL In the c^mp 
What hope of good prevails ? What ten^par4:e^8^ 

Fhii. Small hope of good prevails among oiir bondi. 
A deep refolve apd formidable gloom 
Dwells in their fpirits, which ip warlike flame 
5hall on the invaders burft^ niore quick and fat^ 
Than lightning from the deep and fombrous won)h 
Of low-hung clouds. Each foldicr holds lumfejjf 
The fingle yi^im for the geuVal boft, . , 
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Et^. Such temper mud: prevail. Proud Lacedemoii 
Shall feel us yet.— Proplitious gods remove 
Thofeills, we fufFerj thofe wie fear, avert. 
Ours is the righteous caufe ; we draw the Iword, 
To guard your fanes, your altars, and the ties, 
The dear relations, you yourfelves ordain, 
The tender pledges, you yourfelves have giv'n.— * 
But lo, with warbled hymns, and' awful ftrain 
Of pious minftrelfy, our children come. 
Sweet virgin innocence ! the hcav'nly pow'rs 
Smile on you, maidens, and receive your pray'rs. 



SCENE III. 

DioNB and Anthemoe,^ 

IVkh other mejfeman virgitUf robed In witie, appear in foUmn 
procefjion^ nuvth cbapleU ofjlowers, on their heads ^ and ha/kets . 
offiowers in their hands. They Jirewjlowers on thejiage and 
Jing the following 

HYMN. 



Sifters, at this awful hour. 
Call on ev'ry virgin powV. 
Virgins, with indulgent ear. 
Will the vows of virgins hear. 
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Virgin off'xings here we ftrcw, 
Flowrets bath'd in morning dew. 
Emblems of our humble ftate, 
Soft, and frail, and ftiort their date ; 
Nor celeflial powVs demand 
Other ofF'rings at our hand ; 
CofUy vafes from the mine, 
Perfumes wreathing from the ihrinc,. 
Suit not with our fcanty pow'r, 
With the fad diftreisful hour. 
Should we vi(flims bring, with g<Jre 
To bedew the facred floor ? — 
Sanguine fights and founds of pain 
Scare the feeble female train.— 
Sifters, at this awful hour 
Call on ev'ry virgin pow'r. 

Never yet irrev'rent found 
From our lips a paiTage found. 
To preferve them pure and chafte, 
Virgin naiads, hither hafte. 
Peneus, let thy waters chill 
Gently on my lips diftil. 
Sifters, at this awful hour. 
Call on ev'ry virgin pow'r. 

Hither hafte, aonia'n maids. 
Leave the fountains, leave the (hades. 
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Where, ye tune the vocal fhell, 
Where, with bright-'hair'd Phoebus dwell, 
Where, ye touch your golden ftrings. 
Tempered to the warbling fprings. 
Fill our bofoms with your fire, 
Raptures waken,- fongs infpire, 
Strains, to melt the pow'rs above. 
Sounds, to reach the throne of Jove. 
Hither hafte, aonian throng, 
Queens of minftrelfy and fong. 

Goddefs of the filver bow. 
From virgin lips the numbers flow ;— 
Where ftern Laconia feeds her hounds, 
On Taygetus, the horn refounds ; — 
Eurotas calls, with eager pace. 
Seek his banks, and urge the chace. 
Laconia is thy fav'rite land. 
Yet, wilt thou fcorn the virgin band ? 
To thee -we gave our harmlefs days. 
Our lips h^ve duly fung thy praife. 
And, as we fung, devoutly pray'd. 

Hear thy vot'ries, huntrefs maid. — 

Virgin huntrefs, Dian, hear ; 

Stooping from thy filver fphere, 

Fill thy quiver, bend thy bow. 

Send thine arrows on the foe. 

Laconia is thy favVite land. 

Yet, wilt thou fcorn the virgin band ? 
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Warlike maid» we bend to thee, 
-Queen of anns and liberty. 

Queen of wifdom, queen of arts, ^ 

Taming, Toothing favage, hearts. 

Crowding myriads, at thy call, 
•Mark the ftrcet, and raife the wall. 

Leagues of peace and nuptial tics 

Thrive, and fpread beneath thine eyes. 

Tho' learned Athens be thy care, 

Thy prefence let MefTene fhare*. 

Thine JEgxs o'er Ithpme fpread. 

And fill th* invader's foul with dread f 

For valiant are her modeft youth^ 

Adorn'd with piety and truth ; 

And with her gentle female train 

The graces and decorums reign ; 

Warlike maid, we bend to thee 

Queen of arms and liberty, 

Tho' learned Athens be thy care, 

Thy prefence let Mcffene Ihare, 

Euj>K Enough, my daughters, fure the virgin pow'rs 
Will hear the ftrain, and fmile upon your Off 'rings ; 
Off 'rings befeeming virgins, fweet tho' humble. 
But other gifts th' offended gods may clwrn.— 
Haply, in expiation of bur crimes, 
Viaims muft fall, and blood of hecatombs 
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Around their attara fnioak, from Dielphi (oom 
Our envoy will ,retum.-<Unwititingly 
Have we offended; and iinvtttiikglly 
Delay th' atonement.— O ye pitykig godf, 
Rereal your awful wil^ and ^9 perform'd^ 

EuphaeSf Ephebolusy aiu/Lyfilcut, vHth thwpm^ mproa^ 
JSoHf retire to the Bottom of tbejiage^ tb^feeni dtfu om Abu; 
Ariftodemus and Pbiloclcs nmaim^ 



SCENE IV. 

AaisTODEMus oiu/Philocles. 

At DiONE retires viUh the virgm, ^Hthocuisjlandt gazing ^ 
terherforaconfijerabletimef tbenffeakr* 

May ev'ry guardian pow'r of truth and virtue {ijfide^ 

Preferve thee,' faireft £ow'r of virgin prime ! 
O queen ot charms, and mighty god of love ; 
If ye indeed are deities, and not 
The foul of beauty o'er the world difFus'd 
And fenfe to feel it in the mind of man ; 
To you my vqws be paid ; devote and whole. 
My heart is giv'n to you ; for at my birth. 
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When nature mix'd and teraper'd with my clay 
The elements of paffion, firft, and chief, 
Was love infused, and I but think and breathe 
For thee Dione. — O lov'd native foil. 
Pardon thy recreant child ; for in this heart 
Midft all the terrors that befiege thee round. 
Thou hold'ft but fecond place. 

Ar'tf. Attend young man. 
I love thee, and I therefore prize thy fame^ 
As dearly as mine own. — The gods were pleas'di 
, To take mine only fon, in early youth. 
1 flnce have made thee, by adoption, mine. 
My care hath been to form thy growing mind. 
By precept and example ; and from me,* 
1 truft, my Philocles, that thou haft learn 'd 
No lejQTons of difhonour. — Say, my fon. 
Why haft thou left the camp ? — Before thy king, 
1 ijpar'd to urge the ; but my foul was pain'd. 
At thy return ; 'twas a foft, boyifti, a<Sl:. — 
Thou miift redeem it, and depart this hour* 

Phu Depart this hour ? 

Ar'if. Why doft thou echo me ?— 
7 his very hour. — 

Phil A lovM and gentle fjfter 
May claim a laft embrace ; my tender parents, 
That wait to fold me in their rev'rend arms, 
Some ifpace may claim, to ihed their parting tears ; 
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To breathe a fervent bleffingy as I go, — 
Perhaps for ever, — from them, .and infufe» 
On my young breafty the monitory words 
Of pious love.— And is a fingle hour 
Sufficient ? — Were 1 bent, but on a journey 
Of common import, not addreft for war. 
Where haply I may fall, more time and ceremony 
The voice of nature, fpeaking thro' the lips 
Of parent and of lifter, might demand. 

jfrif. Of parent and of fifter ! — is this all ? 
Beware, young man ; no falfhood or difguije. 
With him that loves thee, or I call thee o^T.-** 
A parent and a fifter ! is there not 
A fofter tie, that winds around thy heart. 
And fteals thee from thyfelf ? — Youth is deceiv'd. 
That thinks the aged blind; old eyes arc (harp, ^ 
When wakeful fondnefs, and parental care 
Purge, as with euphrafy, the vifual nerve. 

Phil, Oh look not fternly, thus. Thine eye fevere 
To filence awes me. — Well then, with thy patience, 
I will unfold my heart. — It loves Dione. 
Already, by th' endearing name of fon 
You make me yours ; and might the facred tie , 
Of hymeneal rite.— ^ 

jfnf. Forbear, young man ; 
Another time, perhaps, thcfe ears would gladly 
Hear thy fond tale of love. *Tis not an hour, 
. For bridal revelry ; when peftilence, 



204 
Within Ithomcy heaps the dead and dfiag, 
Aod wafting war without. All hopes of jof 
And (chemes of pkafurcy now, are public crimes ; 
An infult on the gen'ral miferf . 
Hymen, in blood of fliniglMei'd cifizens» 
Would ftain his iaffron robes, and quench- his tords. 
And fly affrighted. AM the godis, a^erfe. 
Would view the ceremony i and ill omens. 
The founds of anguifh, and the groans of death. 
The nuptial ri^s difturb» Say, wouldft dieii talce 
A bride, to generate a race of flkves^ 
For tyrant Sparta ? 

Plfil. Godsy a mad'ning thought ! 
Death, death, to love's fond hopes 1«— Ye IioBs> tigersy 
Lend me your fierceneis^ Wolves of Menalut^ 
Lend me your rage, to baithe in fpartan gore. 

jfrif, Well faid, my fon. This tenapcr apdy fuits 
Th' eventful criiis. Let the thoughts of war 
And Spartaf s cruelty, confirm thy foul,. 
To live, by glorious viAory, a/ freeman. 
Or perifh free. Moft fuce, thou weit not bom. 
Much lefs, by me adopted, to become 
, A defpicable helot.-*-Afifwer not .— 
Thy deeds muft be thine eloquence, the fword 
1 bine advocate, to woo, and win my daughter. 
Mcffene freed, we fhall beftow the virgin, 
As hea? n (hall guide our choice. 
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PW. Bleftbc that ray 
Of hope f I hail it, as a dawning light. 
That guides my path to fame. I will attempt 
Things beyond human ftrength, to prore myfdf 
Thy fbn indeed. But wilt thou not indulge 
A laft embrace^ a few brief parting words^ 
Withthofellove? 

^rlf. O think not, Philocles» ' 

My heart compos'd of flinty elements ; 
Tho' ftem I wear my brow, and fbmetimes chide \ 
It fed8> as thine dotb> hears the tender calls 
Of fweet domeftic life f but the(e (ad times 
Of dire nec^ffity impofe a curb 
On human meltings. Go, then, to thy parents. 
And (ifter ; bpt be prompts in thine adieus. 
4 The camp expeds thee.***Shouldft thou meet Dione, 
Be frugal of thy fpcech, and watt the time. 
When happier omens and a father's iao&ioo 
Shall bid thee freely Ipeak. 
Ph'd, I muft obey. 

{Exeunii fivenJfyf Ariftodemus, and Fhilocles. 
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ACT IL SCENE I. 

A retired grove a/^oimng the Temple of Apollo^ where the pre-» 
ceding fcenes paffeJ, The Temple isfeen in perfpeSive, 

Enter Dione and Anthemob. 

DiONB. 

Oh, my Anthemoc, may the pitying gods 
Receive our fupplications ! * what have we, 
Or what our parents, done^ to draw from heav'n 
Such chaftifemcnt fcvcrc ? 
jinth. My feeble heart 
Sinks in me, to behold thie varied ills 
That round befiege us ; war ai^d peftilence, 
With all their dreadful train. — And then, Dione, 
When thought prefageful thro' the future looks. 
From worfe to worft, the horrors, which, they fay. 
Attend on cities ftorm'd ; the difmal wreck 
^f all that's facred in th' efteem of man, 

*AUuding to the proccflion and religious ;-itcs, from which they 
are fuppofcd to be jud returned. 
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Of all that's venerabki tender, d^ezr^ 
In fecial life. All outrag'd by the hand 
Of hate unnatural! 

Dio. Yet to fairer hopes 
Ereft thy fpirit ; — Tifis will return. 
And from the delphic oracle reveal 
Cure of thefe evils. My prcfaging heart 
Tells me he brings glad tidings. 

jfnth. Grant it, gods ! 
Oh grant us many many happy days 
Of lafting friendlhip, knd of liberty ! 
Say, my Dione, could we ever bear 
To live the flaves of Sparta ? 

Dip. No, Anthemoe, 
Tho' death is dreadful to a woman's thought, . 
Yet would I give my bofom to the fword. 
And like a vi^lim at the altar bleed. 
Ere live a Have. 

jinth. And I would bjeed, with thee 
The fliarcr of my thoughts, component part, 
In every wifti and fcheme of happinefs. 

Dio. Say, my Anthemoe, (hail the happy days 
Of childhood fports and charming indolence 
Again return, — when we have led the dance 
Near cryftal Pamifus, and bath'd our limbs 
In the foft yielding lymph, or cropt tlie flow*rs 
That, with their lively hues, divcrfify'd 
|Iis banks, our archetypes, whicbi emulousj^ 
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The loom fhould rival, wluie in fefttve foog 
The hours uncounted flew ?**^ 

Amtb. Yes» myDione» 
We (hall again purfue our youthful ^rts.-— 
Buty while the future thus employs our thoughts^ 
The preTent hath efcap'd us. 'Tis moft ftrange 
That Philocles delays the dear embrace. 
Fraternal ; he was ever kind and gentle ; 
And (ince our dawn of infant thoughts could firft 
Ofcgedts diftinguifti, have we lov'd each other.--- 
And then, a tie fUIl fofter, and a love 
Still more commanding ;— ^wherefore doft thou Uuih ? 

Dla. Ev'n when alone, amidil the ihades of nighty 
The name of love will call the ready bloody 
To mantle on my cheek.«-»But, as thou fay'ft, 
Tis firange thy brother comes not.-*— Yet, Anthemoe]| 
I wi(h not fbr his coming. Dian, witncfs, 
1 fear it rather. — Wherefore fhould 1 fear ?— ? 
For he is kind and gentle ; and his eye, 
ilocouat'ring mine, will Qnk with modeft awe, 
i^s fearful of ofiending^-^Let us chufe 
Some other theme, for, why or how I know not. 
Our talk, whene'er we meet, will turn on Philocles. 

Jntb. And why not turn on htm ? — A virtuous krye 
Befeems the chafteil boibm. — Is sot love 
With altars grac'd, and as a god ador'd, 
Ev'n by the beft and wifeft, to evince 
His nature heav*nly, and his pow'r divine 
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Gen rad ordain'd for all that move and live.— 
I know you love my brother. 

Dio. For thy fake, 
I love thy gentle brother, fwcct Anthemoe. 

jfntbe. The hcav'ns alone, thefe woods and fylvan powers, 
And love and Venus, hear our words : — confefs, 
Not for my fake alone doth Philocles — 
May blufh not — find a place in that foft bofom. 

Dio. What (hall I fay ? Or what (hall I confefs ? 
£v'n from myfelf I fain would hide my thoughts. 
Yet 1 will own, I feel not as I wont, 
dur tafks of pleafant labour, fields and flowVs, 
And fragrant breeze at eve, and matin fong 
Of early birds, delight not now ; I feel 
A void within my foul .; but 'tis not love. — 
A virgin may not love. 

j^ntL Venus forefend! 
Arc we not born to love, and to be lov'd ? 
An happy nuptial is the chofen blefliffg 
Our teiider parents,. in the hour of fondnefs. 
Breathe for us to the gods. 

Dio. PleasM in myfelf. 
My father, and in thee, I fcarce have look'd 
Beyond the prefent moment. — Yet, in thought 
I fometimes plan to pafs my quiet days, , 
Unknown and folitary. — Virgin goddcfs. 
Oft have I pray'd, that I might confecrate. 
In thy wild chaces and thy woodland haunts, 
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To thcc, whatever fpace the ruling powers. 
That keep the iiTues of our life and death. 
Of being lend me. — Let me fly ! — alas. 
Thy brother comes. 



SCENE II. 



£taer, tothem^ Philoclis. 

PhlL O pardon me, my fifler, 
And thouy Dione^ Mer of my heart. 
That thus my feet have lingered, while my (oaT 
And eager wiflies flew to clafp you both 
To this fraternal bofbra. 

• jinth. Two long hours 
Return^, and in Ithome ; and forget 
To feek thy poor Anthemoe f — ^And this maid 
Might challenge ibme regard. — ^Did'ft thou not mark 
Her fond folicitude, when, emulous 
Of deathlefs fame that waits th' olympian olire. 
Thou foughtft the banks of Alpheus ? 

Phil. Oh, my fifter, 
I merit not thefe chidings $ the remembrance 
Of ev'ry precious pledge I left behind. 
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Spite of myfclf rccall'd me, I have fuatch'd 

A few fliort moments, to embrace oar parents ; 

Then, (hall I own it ? A ftill dearer care 

My heart-ftrings touched, and burfting from thefr armss 

That held me, grafp'd in kind imprifonment, 

I hither fled. 

AntL O may the gnu;ioas gods 
ProteA thee, for thy parents and thy filler ! 
And, if thou lov'ft fome fair and gentle maid. 
Protect thee for that maiden.— My Dione, 
Why thus avert thy face \ Haft thou no welcome^ 
For thine adopted brother ? 

Dto, O ye gods, C^Wr. 

Much more than brother !— Yes, Anthemoe, 
Moil welcome is thy brother. — All the gods 
Profper thy coming, Philocles. 

PhiL The dews 
Of bleffing from on high fall on you both. 
Sweet gentle maidens. 

, jlnth. Sifter of my thoughts^ 
Look up, and comfort our poor Philocles. 
If 1 can conftrue looks, fatigue and care 
Weigh down the weary fpirit, with the frame. 
Oh thou haft much endur'd ! thy graceful locks. 
That flow'd like unfhorn Paean's, fqualid now. 
Matted with daft, and alt neglected hang. 
The fun hath fcorch'd thy cheeks ; the pondVous cafque 
Hath feam*d thy polifti'd brow. 
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Phil. My kind Anthemoe» 
Thcfc marks of warlike laEwurbcft adorn 
The ▼irtuous youtli. A fweet and confcious pride 
Hie patriot toil endears. 

DU. Oh facred Diao, iofide. 

Can fandtiraonious parity forbid 
To liften to that voice, which fweeter founds 
Than Urdsy at clofe of day^ or whifp'ring gales. 
That breathe, where fields of daffodils incline 
Their humid heads ? Think not, to us, my brother, 
Lefi grateful thy return, tho* outward a6ts 
May fail to fpeak our joy, than when we led 
Ithome's virgins forth, with dance and fong, 
To hail thee vidor in the olympic couifc. 

Phil. How my heart bounded with fweet ecftafy. 
When my lov'd fifters haird me, and my brows. 
With myrtle garlands wreath'd, and fragrant flowVs, 
Lotus and hyacinth !-^ While life remains. 
The dear remembrance of that happy mom 
Be cherifh'd in my foul. But we muft part : — 
Again I feek the camp ; fo runs the mandate. 
To me unqueftion'd, as the laws of Jove. 

jintb. Muft thou, fo foon, depart ? 

Phil. This very hour. 

Dio. Muft thou depart, o Philocles ? — When ? — Where ? — 
How near Mcflene's force encamp the Spartans ? 

PbiL So near, that oft, redoubling on the wind, • 
We hear their fhouts ; and oft, within our camp, 
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From binds advanc'd, a fleet of arrowy fli6w'r 
Glooms OD the day ; while our warm youth reproach 
Their king's delay, and fcarcely wait the fignal 
That, from the rampart's mound, like famifh*d tigers. 
Shall pour them on the foe. 

Dio. Before thy brcaft, 
May hands invifible extend a (hield. 
Impervious to the foe. — ^I am to blame. 
Thus freely ipeaking, with unbaihful brow^ 
It ill befeems my fex. 

PhiL Oh happy days 
Of childhood innocence, and liberty ! 
Sorrows and cares flew o'er our little heads, 
And touched them not ; we pour'd th' expanfive hesut 
Without reftraint ; while, fofter'd by the breath 
Of hope and joy, fpontaneous on our lips, ^ 
jRofe the firft bloflbms of our bfant thoughts. 



SCENE IIL 



Enter^ to them, AaiSTODEMUS. 



Jn/. Forbear my daughters. — I muft chide you both. 
Your foftnefs is infedlious. Ill the teat 
Becomes that foldier's check ; for fliamc, for fliamel 



214 

PbU. Pouting from thefedear maidsf^perbapt) for eyeri<«* 
Some human drops would fall* 

Arif. Lace on thy helm. 
And hide tbefe marks of weaknefs, polfe thy fpear. 
And get thee to the camp. 

Phil. Yet one fhort moment 
Be to my forrows giv'n ;^ if e'er thy heart 
With love or pity melted. 

Arif. I'll not truft thee» 
, A moment longer, in the fatal confines^ 
Of foft infedion. The conugious air 
Would blaft thy laurels. — Go, thefc foolifli maida. 
With puling accents, would unman thy heart 
And ileal thee from thyfelf. Once more, away I 
And know, mydaugbteri, 'tis not maidenly, 
With hardened brow, to meet the gaze of men : 
The filver queen of night and ftronger orb 
Of glorious day are each forth* other made; 
Yet feldom do they meet. Ey'n with a brother^ 
A due refcrve muft feal the maiden's lips ; 
And brief muft be their greetings. — Let the loomi 
And converfe fweet, in female privacy, 
Deceive the lapfe of time, the precious balip 
Sequefter'd ft>ringS9 and doubly i$ defir'4. 

pione and Anthefnoe rf^if^ 
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S C E N E IV. 

Aristodemus and PaiLocLEt. 

Art/, Young many to taflc Uiy fordtude remains 
A noble facrifice. Hafte to the camp ; 
But think not, there to find^ fole enemies 
The fpartan force oppos'd, more deadly foes 
Inhabit here, and a more crael war {laying bis hand on his Irea/l* 
Muft with thyfelf be wag'd. 

PhU. Ne*erfhallthyfon 
Difgrace thy noble name. — Almighty love 
Shall actuate his foul. 

jirifp No njore of love 5 
111 omen'd found to glory. — From thy foul 
Banifh whatever may webs of pafEon fpread. 
To fnare thy reafon. Let exalted aims 
Give value to thy deeds ; and quench the fires 
That.blaft the bqd and promife of thy youth.^- 
Reply not with thy voice, but thine obedience. 
What thou wouldft fay, J will imagme faid. 

lExit Philocles. 
Seat of the gods, Ithome, crown*d with tow'rs, 
'Shall blackning clouds of fmoak involve thee round, 
With fiery fparks> long-fireaming on the night ^ 
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Shall Sparu's fword derour thy valiant youthy 
And lead thy virgins captive ?— 



SCENE V. 



Enter, to him, Ephebolxts. 

• Epheh. Tifisyet 

Delays his wi(h'd return. Our people crowd 
The gates, and line the ways ; not more dcfir'd 
By fwarthy throngs on Egypt's palmy plain, 
Or anxious watch'd, the annual overflow ' ' 
Of bounteous Nile, than, by our throbbing hearts 
And eager eyes, his prcfence. 

Art/, Holy man, 
Perhaps, it is a crime to fear his coming ; ' 
And wiih delay 'd, what promifes falvation 
To the gen'ral weal ; yet, fure, my fpirit fails, 
With fome unwonted horror, when I think. 
What revelation from th' offended gods 
His tongue may utter, and around me calls 
A thoufand phantafms, and ftrange forms of ill 
Attendant on his voice. 

Epheh. Why (houldft thou fear ?— 
I know he brings redemption for the land 5 
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Such tidings never, to the patriot breaft, 
Harfh or unwelcome found, 

Arif, Rcver*d and wife, ' 
Thou chofen of the pow'r, whofe piercing beams^ 
Thro* the deep veil of dark eternity, 
Pcrvafive ftrike the future, doth thy god, 
CompklGonate of huipan blindnefs, fend 
The vifions of the night ?— To thee, I blufh 
To own a weaknefs, which would fpeak my min<l 
The prey of female terrors ; a fad dream. 
With direful prefage of impending ills 
On me and mine, redounding from the reiponie 
That Tifis brings, hath overwhelmed my foul ; 
And much J fear his coming, as the priPner, 
Trembling and panting thro* the (hades of night. 
The awful fuffrage, from the hill of Mars, 
Difpens'd to Cecrops' foijs. 

Epheh, By various means. 
The gods, compalfiohate of erring man. 
Unfold events to come. The flight of birds ; — 
The vidim's entrails, panting yet with life ; — 
The path of lightning, volleyed, thro' the air ; — 
Meteors and prodigies, — and dreams, the laft ; — 
But thefe lefs certain ; — for the mind of man. 
From wrecks and remnants of the day forepaft, 
A^ion or thought, illufive vifion forms, 
And oft difeafe, with phantafms itrange and wild. 
Around each organ plays. 
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ArlJ. I am not apt 
To yield my faith to dreams. Weak is the miodi— - 
That thinks the wild disjointed phantafias, form'd 
From wrecks )&nd remnants of our waking, thought^^ 
An effluence of the gods, a revelation, 
To.&your'd mortals, of their iacred will. 
Which, furely, were moft weak^ and vainer ftiH 
llian that of mankind, were it like our dreams \ 
Yet ftill th* impreiEon of my laft night's viiion» 
Waking returns, with, fuch ftrong influence, , 
^That I, perforce, muft yield to its fuggeftioii. 

Ephch. You raife my wonder. — What portentous fonna, 
Jn vifion feen, could fhake your nature thus \ 

jtrif. Methought, I heard the din of horfis and hounds, 
And huntrefs DIan foon appeared in view. 
A beauteous hind fled fwiit, before the dogs. 
Of ftern Laconia's brei^d, that eager urg'd 
The chace ; her flanks they feized, and Dian then 
Let fly a feathered fliaft, and in her gore 
The vi^im palpitated. — Pity-moT*d, 
Awhile, I mufing ftood, but fiood not long } 
For foon, methought, my daughter's Toice I heard. 
Tender and lamentable, and on me 
3he caird, for aid and pity : round I turn'd ; 
} faw her not ; but, in procef&on long, 
A train of priefts a milk-white heifer ledn 
"^Vith fillets wreathed, as for a fecrifice. 
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Epheh, As for a facrifice ! — ^What may this mean ? 

^nf. Awhile I gaz*d ; but, quickly, from my view. 
In clouds, the pageant vanifh'd ; and the fpot> 
"Whereon I flood, with virgin flow'rets teemM j 
The hly chief, all pale add enliaent, ^ 

Difplay'd her fragrant cups. I turn'd> intent 
To form a wreath, and join the facrifice, 
And cropt the tender ftalks ; when, dire to view, 
The wounded ftems emitted ilreams of gore, 
That ftain'd my hands and garments ; and agaiB, 
Tender and lamentable, as before, 
My daughter's voice was heard.-r-Trembling I woke* 

Epheh. *Tis ftrange and awful. Heav'n avert the prelage !-t- 
Heard you that fhout ? — Sure, Tills hath returned* 
And lo, — he comes encircled by the crowd. 
That hang upon him> and, wjtk eager haftej 
Of queflions multiplied, preclude the refponle. 
They greedily demand. -^Relenting gods. 
Send us propitious tidings ! — yet, my heart 
Sinks at the heavy cheer and deep deje^ioa 
Jiis vifage wears, 

Arlf. Whatever he brings, the gods 
Will arm our hearts, with patient fortitude, 
To bear the doom. Eaough, for us, to know. 
And that we know with certainty ; — nor wrath 
Of vengeful Jove, nor force of pow'rs malign| 
Can rob the virtuous, of his felf-applaufe | , 
J}ie valiant, of an honourable death. 
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SCENE VI. 

EnfcTy to themy Euphaes and Tisis, iviih a crowd ef 
Messenians. 

£apB, Tifis, declare what Phoebus, from his ffirine. 
Hath to thine ear unfolded. 

Tif. Ohlthomef 
ReIu(Jlant, I approach thee, tho' I bear 
Deliverance to the land ! for, my foul finks. 
While fancy's pourtraiture the forrow (hows. 
For fome kind heart prepared. Stero deities. 
Why on thefe lips impofe the cruel tafk ? 

Eu/>b. Oh fpare our findings, Tifis ; — inftant fay, 
Bringft thou or good or ill from Pxan's flirine ? 

Tif. For good the worft, — for ill, not without hope— 

£u/>b% Sure, thou haft learn 'd, in founds oracular, 
To veil thy meaning. Tifis, by the gods . 
And all our liopes of fafety, we adjure thee 
With plainnefs fpeak, what we are dpom'd to hear j — 
Say, fhall Ithome ftand ? 

Tif, Her tow'rs may ftand. 
But, oh ye gods, at what a fatal price, 
Their fall muf^ be redeemed ! 
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Artf. It is enough. 
O Paean! Paean! if Ithome's fall 
May be redeem'd ; we blefs the bounteous gods. 
Prepared, to learn the worll, and gladly pay 
Th' appointed ranfbm. 

Euph. Matrons, fires, and virgins. 
That, in this hour of dire calamity. 
Await th' eventful founds from Delphi's fhrinc. 
With meek fubmiiHon, to the mandate bend. 

Ttf. For many days, the Pythonefs delay'cf 
Her anfwer; but our pray'rs, at length, prevailed ; 
Retir'd within a cavern, all her foul 
Was with the godhead fill'd. — Then, forth (he came- — 
PamafTus trembled, the caftalian fpring 
Ran backward to its fource^ the maid in/pir'd 
With (acred rage, enthiifiaftic fweU'd, . 
Her haiir eredlcd flood ; her alter 'd form. 
Dilating, feem'd to rife and grow before me. 
To giant ftature ; and her voice was chang'd. 
For tones not mortal ; from her foaming lips, 
Thcfe founds tremendous iflued ; — while the laurels 
And groves around me, lo\yly, bent their heads, 
As in obeyfance to the deity. 

T H E ORACLE. 
'** Mt son, to rescue the messenian Land, 
"An human sACRiriCE the gods demand; 
" Old i[^p7Tus mvst rvRNisn from his line, 

** A SPOTLESS VIRGIN, FOR DlANA*S SHRINE." 
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Arif, I love my child, Lyfifcus, 
As much as father ever lov'd a daughter. 
Her gentle manners^ her fweet blooming youth. 
Her filial duty, and the hopeful promife 
Of ev*ry virtue, cling around ray foul, 
IneiFable endearment ; — ^but, I know 
My country gave her, a mof): precious pledge. 
To bind my faith ; and fliould that country claim her, 
Tho' more than life in yielding her 1 yield. 
She is no longer mine. 

Lyf. Thy nature towVs, 
Above the weaknefs of mortality. 
Thou chief, as head of us who trace our birth 
From iflpytus, muft feel this oracle 
War with thy deareft hopes ; but may we not 
Withdraw our children ? — Still, enough remain 
From -^pytus deri^'d. 

Arif. Unworthy thought f — 
When all exertions of the citizen 
Infield, in council, or, deficient there. 
In precept, or example, are required ; 
Our flight were treafoni 

Lyf, If the populace 
May judge for us, that, in diftinguifliM rank, 
Expos 'd to public gaze, and envy dwell ; 
Whatever oppofcs their overweening will 
Istreafbn. 
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Artf, 'Tis not for the populace 
And vain acclaims ; but for the majefty 
That dwells attendant on the facred name 
Of parent country, whofe high reverence 
Mod home and inward to the bofom iprings 
tn virtuous men ; ev'n dearer than the love 
Of wife and children, and within itfelf 
Embraces all, that to the human mind 
Is moft congenial. — I will to tlie fane, 
There wait my doom with trembling reCgnation. 

\ExU Ariftodemus. 



S C E N E 11. 



Tecmessa and Lysiscus. 

Lyf, My poor Anthemoe, have thy father's cares 
Nurtured th?e for the altar ? — Oh TecmefTa, 
What perils wait our child ! 

Tecrh. Around the fane. 
The crowd aflembles, and the common fort, 
If any of the houfe of iEpytus 
Pafs thro' the ilreets, with a malignant joy, 
Survey the wretches, whofe prcdeftin'd pangs 
Shall glad the meaner herd. — O fay, Lyfifcus, 
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What arts of prudence from our fweet AnthcmoCf 
Avert the fatal blow ? 

Lyf, Alas, 1 know not. 
Smote by the terrors of th' impending ftorm. 
Prudence and forefight fail. At random borne^ 
By the refifUefs tide of adverfe fate» 
I float a paffive wreck, 

Teem. Before the fhrine 
Of matron Juno, humbled in the duft. 
From dawn of morning, to her guardian care, 
With ftreaming t^ars and lowly oraifons, 
I have my child commended. A fad train 
Of wretched matrons, trembling, like myfelf, 
For their dear'progeny, with fqualid looks 
And hair difheveird, fpread in proftrate ranks, 
Choak up each avenue, and fill the fteps ; 
And, with low-murmur'd pray'rs and fainting hearts^ 
Weary the pow'r, they fcarcely hope to niove. 

Lyf. Clofe to our camp, the fparun force advanc'd^r 
With hourly danger of a mortal fields 
Harrows the breaft paternal. 

Teem. Oh, my (on. 
In graceful promife of accomplifh'd manhood^ 
To ripe perfedkion growing, o forgive me. 
If all my bofom, with thy fifter's danger 
Poflefs'd and fill'd, aWhile forgot my boy j 
Scarce in my prayVsl Locluded. 
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Zju/t My Tecmeffa, 
Thp' grievous to the parent breaft it is 
To lofe a ftripling in th' adventurous fight ; :-' 
The noble mcm'ry of the (lain furvives, 
Some confblation to his weeping friends. — 
But, to furrender to the lifted knife. 
Prepared for facrifice, a fpedacle 
And public pageant, the foft badiful maid. 
For mild retirement form'd, and works of peace I 
O *tis unnatural I 

Teem, Say then, my hufband. 
While yet the danger hangs with doubtful weight 
On all the houfe of .^pytus, wer't not wife. 
To fave our child by flight ? I now may call her 
Our only hope. — My finking heart forebodes 
That Philocles fliall bleed.— Our ruler's doom 
Will foon aj^int a vidim,-^Should th* award,-.- 
Avertthe dire event, propitious heav'n ! — 
But fhould our ruler's doom. — I cannot fhape 
My tongue, to fpeak the reft. — Nor art, nor force. 
Could ftem the people's rage, or fave from death. ^ 

Lyf. Awhile defer this theme ;— for, with Dione> 
Our (ad Anthemoe comes. r» Approach,, my children* 
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SCENE III. 



Enter J to tienty Dione and Anthemob. 

While yet th* ofFended gods delay their vengeance. 
Let us embraces join. — The tempeft foon 
Will rife, and howl, and blacken o'er the land. 
And we muft part for ever. 

Tecm^ Shall my throes 
No children boaft, to comfort the decline 
Of weary age? — My fon, th' untimely vjcftlm 
Of war's wide havock,^ on th' enfanguin'd plain 
Shall (ink the prey of vultures ; and my daughter. 
Whom I have cherifli'd with a mother s pride, 
And fondly treafur'd, as a precious gem. 
In fecret (hining, to make rich our houfe ; 
She too fliall perifh. 

^ntL Dear the light of heav'n, 
And fweet the pleafures, vernal time of youth 
And eafe and affluence bring ; refigning thefe, 
T}io* I muft heave a figh of fond remembrance 
For the calm joys of childhood, yet, my heart 
Clings not to thefe-; my feeble foul recoils, 
O'erwhelm'd at thoughts of parting from your arms. 
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My tender parents ; and from thee, Oione, 
Soft fifter of my foul. — Yet thou alas, — 
Oh would to heav'n, we were not, in our fates. 
Environed by the common lot of danger. 
As in affedlion, (iilers ! 
Dio. Yet *tis happy ; 
The perils from the pythian oracle 
Threat not the raanJy progeny. *Tis juft. 
Our weak and worthlefs kind ftiould pay th? atonement, 
And fpare the rig'rous youth, with warlike arms, ' 
To guard their parent foil. Thy gallant brother 
For brave exertions (hall referve his blood. 
While thou, or I, with holy fillets wreathed, 
A weak ^ and timid, but a fpotlefs vi^ini. 
May fall before the altar. 

Dione an J Anthemoe, retiring to fome dt/tance from Lyfifcus and 
TecmefTa, converfe apart, 

Lyf, My TecmefTa, 
The fond carefles of thefe tender children 
Subdue my foul ; — intolerable pang,— 
In vain, I ftruggle to reprefs the tears. 
That fcald my hoary cheek. 

Teem. Like fifter graces. 
Behold them hand in hand. — Are thefe meet fubje^ls 
Of bloody fuperftition ? — See their trefTes, 
That flow, like wreaths of fun-illumin'd clouds 
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On zephjr's wiog lig^t borne.— Shall thefe bright locks* 
Clotted with gore» be tran^led in the duft ? 
Ljf. Spare me, Tecmefla ; do not rive my heart. 
Teem. Canft thou forget the times «f joy and peace* 
When we have feen thefe children (port around us« 
Whole fummer days, like fawns, or playfid kids ; 
And I hare call'd them from their infant p^^times, 
In wantonnefs, to wreath their little heads. 
With rural diadems of fweeteft flowVs, 
As queens of Flora's realm ; and braid, with myrtle 
And young and gloHy tendrils of the yine. 
Their locks, that vied in fmoothnefs ?-— See their forms, 
Deck'd by all bouBteous nature, emulous 
Q{ cyprian Venus, when confenting heav'n 
ShowVd rofcs on her birth, and where fhe trod 
Exulting earth, in fign of gratulation, 
Bade flow'rets fpring, and fragrant fcents abound. 

[ Anthemoe and Dione comeformjard^ 
' AntL Oh talk not, my Dione, as our fates 
Where fcpVate or diftin<a, and thou couldfl perifh. 
And I furvive.— Our thoughts, our hopes, our joys, 
ttare been united, with fuch faith entire. 
That death (hall not divide us. 

Dto. Sure, Antheipoe, 
Each is a portion of the other's being. 
One mind, one fpirit, actuates two frames ; 
And fhould the gods disjoin thofe equal par^^^ 
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Harmonioufly adapted each to each. 

And to perdition doom a moiety. 

The refidae would droop, and pine away, 

Of half its vital principle and dTence 

Bereft. — From childhood have we grown together, 

jLike tender plants, that neighbours firfl, then meet^ 

Then join their pliant fbems, 'till the fame bark, 

JndifToluble union, clofes round. 

jinth. Yet hope for good. 
' Dio, Amidfl our miferies, 
It cheers my foul^ that Fhilocles is abfent. 
'Twill ijpare fome anguifh to his gentle heart ; 
Which, well i know, would bleed, for thee, and haply 
Feel ev'n for me, fhould the ftern deities 
Demand our votive blood. — Thy parents hear 
And cenfure my free fpeech. — Let us retire, 
A|id mingle thoughts in fecret. 

Antb. Let us feek 
The winding paths along the river's iidcj 
With rofes fldrted and each flow'ring Ihrub^ 
The fylvan deities with partial eye 
Regard the chofen fpot, 

[Exfuttt Dione and Anthemo^* 
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N E IV. 



Lysiscus and Tecmes^a. 

Liji With what a grace 
They parted, like two nymphs of Dian's train ! 

Teem. Of Dian's train ! alas, ill-omen'd found. 

Lyf. She muft not die. — Say, (hould we think of flight, 
Might we not, in the fane of matron Juno, 
Conceal the maiden, by thy fiftcr's aid-, 
'Till night with friendly mantle veil our fteps ? 

Teem. In Juno's fane ! what haft thou faid Lyfifcus ? 
In Juno's fane f fome god infpires the thought 
Pregnant with fafety for Anthemoe. 

Lyf, With fafety for Anthemoe! whence, or how. 
Save by our flight, and that a doubtful caft ? 

Teem. My fifter, kind Evadne, lov^es Anthemoe, 
With fondnefs, greater far, than common parents 
Bear their own offspring ; and this very morn, 
By matron Juno fwore, within whofe fane 
Her blamelefs days flie fpends, that, for my child. 
Her liie (he would adventure. At the flirine. 
We pray'd together ; and methought, from heav'n, 
'A lambent light fill'd all the fandtuary 



Above, below, around : — *tls Juno fare. — 
My fpirits mount, with prefent deity. 
My heart, dilating, whifpers, 'that my child 
May be preferv'd. — Farewell, I feek my fifter. 
Queftion me not ; but be thou confident. 
Means may be offered by propitious heav'a. 



[Exit TccmefTa. 



Lyfifcus remains miiftng and wrapt in thought ; enter to him^ at 
Jirjl unohferveJ^ Alcander, as from the camp^ Sfguifed likt a 
Pcafant, 



SCENE V. 



Lysiscus and Alcandkr 



jilc. Thou little know'ft, unhappy Philocles, 
What ftorms of adverfe fate invade thine houfe, 
And a flill dearer pledje. O how approach 
This wretched family 1 there is a terror. 
An awful flern rebuking in misfortune, 
That more confounds the fysnpathetic mind. 
Than al] thd pagetfntry of frowning guards, 
Robes, and tiaras, which the flavifh eaft 
prdains for tyranny. 
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Zj^ Approach, Alcander, 
^\ by ftand at diflance ; as a raefleoger 
Fraught with uawelcome tidings ? Say^ how fares 
B/Iy fon ? What wond'roiis chance, at ere of fight. 
Returns a fervid youth, to this poor ipace. 
By boilile bands beleaguered, where, alone 
Enfeebled age and helplefs women range 
From fane to fane, and weary all the gods. 
With fruitlefs oraifpns ? 

Ale. His plighted oath, 
-And awful fear of ftern Ariftodemus, 
InTiolable ties, confine thy fon. 
Within the neighb'ring camp, the wretched vidim 
Of agonizing fears, left fome fad doom 
Should wait his dear connections. He befought me. 
Thus fhrouded in a peafant's humble weeds. 
To learn what Phoebus dooms ; — thus various calls 
Impelling varioufty, — the voice of fame,— 
And plighted friendfhip,— could'I hefitate? 

Lyf. Thou fecft us, in the web of adverfe fate 
Involved, beyond redemption. Thou haft heard 
What Phoebus hath enjoin'd, the thunder bolt 
Hangs threatening yet uncertain. — ^Could my ibi^ 
Behold his fifter bleed?— 

jilc. No — Had he learn'd 
The direful mandate, foon his eager fteps, 
All other cares dcfpifing, in the danger 
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Of thofe he lores fo dear, would feek Ithome, 
To (hare their woful'doom. 

Lyf. Hear ye not founds 
Of foleran minftrelfy \ They fink and fwellf 
RollM hither on the breezes. 

Ak. 'Tis the pageant. 
Led on by Euphaes, with folemn inarch 
And fad religious pace ; tp the deep touch 
Of the grave lyre, and foftly breathing flute ;^ 
Not^unaccompanied by warbled ftrain 
Of choral hymn melodious. 

Xjj/! Sons of ^pytus, ^ * 

How beat your bofoms now ? The doom is nigh. 
The gods will have their tidim. Cruel Dian 
Shall bathe in blood.— 1 fee the lifted knife ; 
The confecrated veflels are prepared, 
To catch the fpouting gore? — How look'd the. king* 
^tern of companion ate? 

Ale. In his looks, the king 
A ftern compofure wears, yet mixt with glances 
Of pity thatconfefs his melting foul, 
Recoils, in fecret, from the tafk of duty. 
The gods hnpofe. 

Ljf. Sawft thou Ariftodemus ? 

Ale. All pale and haggard, a^ from painful vigilst 
Befide the king he moves ; yet, in his port, 
A majefty elate, that feems to raife him 
iVbove the crowd, upborne in paths of air^ 
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Not treading the low e^rth, a piercing fire 
Fills his commanding eye. , His awful brow 
Seems charg'd with cogitations Vaft and deep. — 
The fate of kingdoms, and the means of good 
To myriads yet unLorn. Ephebolus, 
In robes of fnowy white array'd, and crown'd 
With wreaths of laurel, intermix'd with fillets 
Of pureft wool, comes next, his heavy eyes 
Faft rivetted on earth ; and feems to faint 
Beneath oppreflion of his dreadful fundion^ 

Lyf. At Dian's fane, contiguous, horrid thought ! 
Ev n now commence the rites of cruelty. 



S e E N E VL 

Oj:ens and Jifcovers a large area^ *anth a Tffnple^ fappofid to he 
that of Diana. A Proce/Jion led by Euphaes, Aristodemus 
on his right hand, Tisis on his left. Ephe bolus, <with the 
other priffls of Apollo and the priefls of Diana^ robed in tvhite» — 
Choristers ««J Musicians — Then the'houfe of .^pytus 
and la/l, a numerous train o/*Messenians. — They range them- 
fehes around the Temple. — Euphaes comes forward in the aQ qf 
addrejfiug the crowd ; two priefls of Apollo fland behind him^ the 
one bears a white veil, and bands vf white wool; the other an 
uniy wreathed with laurel, an^Jillets of white wooL—Tbt urn in^ 



^cnded for the purpofs of deciding^ by loty what vtrgtrr of the 
houfe of JE? YTVS Jhould he offered ^^to Diana; the f diets to 
hind the veil to be thrown over the appointed viStm. — Prepara^ 
tory to the ceremony of the hty a folemn hymn is performed by the 
band of Choshsteks and MvsiciAus. 
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PRIME entity, eternal and unchang'd, 

Tho' wide in various- forms thine attributes have rang'd; 

Whatever fymboJ, or whatever name, 

Defcribcs thee, all-pervading flame. 

Thro' earth, and air, and fea, 

A vaft expand vefcene 

Of goodnefs, and of pow'r. 

An, effluence bright from thee, 

Imparted eflence pure of deity. 

Doth nourifh all things ; robe this orb in green, 

* The ufe of human facrificcs has been very general, among all pa- 
gan nations, poliflied and barbarous, ancient and modern. We find 
them among the Greeks and Romans, even wheji they were confider- 
ably advanced in^civilization. They were more generally pra£lifed, by 
the Scythians, Germans, Gauls, and Britons ; and hiftory informs us 
that they were not unknown to the people of Mexico, Under the 
terror of impending evils, human facrifices were employed as expiatory 
rites, of fovereign efScacy to avert the wrath of offended deity. In the 
exultation of profperity and fiiccefs, they were confidered as the moft 
grateful oblation which could be paid to the gods in return for their 
bounties. Sometimes, the facrifice was the a£l of the community, fc- 
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Atid feed whatever creatures lire and more^ 

Whether they fwim, or creepy or walk, or Hj 

The deeps, the riyers, earth and fky ; 

Doth endlefs bleffings ihow V, 
• And prove, in all, thy wonder-working love. 
, Whatever we have is thine ; 

Whate'er.is dear to thought, or fight, . • 

All is imparted by thy bounteous hand, 

A portion of ineffable delight. 

That in the fphered manfions bright, 

le£Kng and immolating the viAim, with all the pomp of religious io- 
lemnity ; fometimes> of the individual, devoting himfelf , and averting the 
wrath of the gods by a voluntary death. The moft memorable inftances 
of the- former kind were the facrifice of Jcptha*s daughter, in jcwilh 
ftory, 'of Iphigcnia, and the fubjeft of the prefent drama : inftances of 
the latter- kind are more numerous.— Mcnaeceu* the fon of Creon, in 
the Phoeniflse of Euripides ; — Macaria, in the Heraclidac of the fame 
poet ;— Alceftis, who devoted herfelf to death, to prolong the exifteuce 
of her hiifband ; — Codrus, the laft king of Athens ;— Leonidas,— and 
the Roman Curtius, are among the names which prefent themselves 
Immediately to my memory. The ceremony of felf-dcvotion became a 
conflant prafticc among the Romans, whenever their troops were hard 
prcfled, and the event of a battle dubious, and it never failed of enfur- 
Jng fiiccels to their arms. 

Whence is it, that a praflice fo (hocking and repugnant to the feelings 
of humanity, and to the firft di£lates of nature, has fo generally pre* 
vailed ? — From the caufe which has led human creatures to ' torment 
themfelves, by voluntary fecluflons, pilgrimages, penances, and various 
forms of fcIf-morti6cation ; and to deftroy their fellow-creatures by re- 
ligious wars and perfecutions,— fanaticism. 

The mind, aftoniihed and overawed by extraordinary events, whether 
good or ill, is led to the contemplation of fome fuperior beings, the dif^ 
poiers of human affairs, as the authors of them : if the incidents ihouid 
be favourable, the peribn who experiences them, is led to condder him- 
fclf as an objeft of the peculiar favour, and immediate interference, of 
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Unmix'd and pcrfe^# dwells with thee alone^ 
When^ ftoopiDg from thine high tranflucent thronef^ 
Thou doft thine own demand. 

Shall man, ungrateful man, with rebel aim» 

Seek to detain the boon, or at thy will repine ? 

It is not that the gods^ all-wife and good^ 
Delight in human blood ; 
But prompt obedience and fubmiifion due 
Arc ofFer'd ; to the pow'rs on high, 

an OTcr-niling providence ; if they are calamitous, OTerwhelnUed with 
the horrors of his Situation, he finks in fuperflitious gloon), and ibppoies 
himfelf the peculiar mark of divine wrath ; the vif^im of a cruel and 
vindictive deity, fingiing him out for vifitation. In both cafes, an over- 
heated imagination begins to work, and fanatic gratitude fuppofes that 
this i>cculiar friendihip and interference of the divinity, deferves the 
moft precious offerings in return ; on th^ other hand, the mind, finking; 
under the weight of fufferings, which it takes to be revelation of divine 
wrath, and filled with fears and prefages of vengeance, fets itfelf at 
work to devife means of appealing the deity ; a gloomy fpirit will pic- 
ture to itfelf a gloomy godhead ; felf-devotion and human victims will 
then prefent themfelves, as the confummation of value in the facrifice, 
and of piety in the votary ; and the more cruel the religious rite, the 
more painful the druggie, the greater the outrage on the feelings of 
humanity, the more meritorious is the facrifice fuppofed to be, and the 
more acceptable to the divinity. 

I thought it was not out of character, to make the priefts, in a hymn^ 
fuppofed to be chanted by them previous to the fcleftion of a vi£tim for 
an human facrifice, alHgn the only plaufible reafbn which could be ai^ 
figned for an human facrifice, — that the gods did not accept them fa- 
vourably from any delight they took in human hlood; but becaufe they , 
confidered them as unequivocal teds and pledges of man*s obedience to 
the divine will. And fomething like this we find in the fcriptures.— 
" Becaufe thou haft not withheld thine only fon ; in bleding i wiU 
^ biefs thee, and in inultiplying, I will multiply thee/' 
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More grateful, than the flocks Nonacria * feeds. 

Or alJ the hecatombs that grafTy Pthiaf breeds. 

Or clouds of incenfe, wreathing to the fky. 

Whate'er is dear and inward to the mind. 

The precious pledge that bids us cling to life. 

The darling objeft of our care and ftrife 

With ready zeal rtCignd ; 

'I hefe arc the mighty tefts, that prove religion true* 

See meek- eyed duty, with fubmiiHon low. 

And pious awe,* 

Bends in the dufl ; nor the bold eyeball rears. 

Nor vaunts her, with prefumptuous ken, to read 

In the dread archives of the ftarry fpheres, 

Th* .eternal reafons of what Jove decreed. 

For vain and impious the defign, , 

To fathom with the line. 

Of weak and erring human fenfe. 

What the good gods difpenfe ; 

Or found the depths of that unerring law. 

Which fmites their creature man, with fome affli6l:Iye blow, 

£uph. Ye valiant Tons of -ffipytus, who fliine. 
Marked out by virtue, from primeval time, 
Firft of Meflenians ; let your high defcent 

* Nonacria, a diftri^l of Arcadia, fo called from the fountain No- 
nacris. 

t Pthia, part of Theflaly. 
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Speak in youi* adlions, on this awlul day* 
Think not the mandate, from Apoilo fent. 
Sounds adverfe to your hoofe ; 'tn giv'n io Icftc,**^ 
Ye$, ye are fingled out, on miffion high, 
A chofen race, to fend, from yoor pure iUm^ 
Not a mere yi<5tim, but aa hallow'd envoy, 
Caird by the gods^ before the throne of grace^ 
To ftand unwearied, and, with fpotlefs lips, 
Make pious interceflion. In your breafts 
If patriot virtue bums/ ye will contend 
For this high honour $ — ^but pre-eminen<^e 

In honour, — ^if vmh pioft^ hearts ye weigh 

This mortal ftate, in forrows,— if ye view, 

With worldly mind and felfifti,. let the chancd 

Qf lots decide ; that none may criminate 

The doom, that honour gives, or takes a child? 
Lyf. What doft thou purpofe ? Wik thou fee thy chiM 

la/ide io Ariftodcmus. 

Pierc*d by the cruel fteel of faCriScc ? 

Arif. At fuch a period, when th^ entfO(>led mind, 

Poflefs'd by the occafion, (houfd Call forth 

Its utmofl energies, and ftand cotle<5(ed, 

For great exertions ; thcfc enfeebling thoughts, 

That tend to difobedience, 'gatnft what heat'n 

Reveals, and, in purfuance of its will, 

The magiftrate ordains, are bold rebellion 

Againfl th' immortal gods, and treafon patjpabltf, 

Againft the parent country. — Sh^mld the lot 



Demand my fweet Dioiie ; tfao' the fiither 
May mourn in fecret ; yet, the citizen 
Shall thank the gods, that, from his hoofe, deriw 
Salvation to the land. 

£pheb. Hear, good Mefleeians, 
And chief, ye fathers, that from iEpytuy 
Deduce your noble blood.-^To the great gods/ 
That with juft chaftifement are pleas'd to fmite 
This fufTring country, raiie your hearts and eyes. 
With pure religious zeal ; that, on this day. 
The rich oblation made by piety. 
May turn away their wrath.—- Awe*ftruck attend.—* 
That urn of Clver, by Ariftus borne. 
Contains, within it* womb, thrice thirty tablets. 
Of pureft virgin wax, on each infcrib'd 
A maiden's name and line, who draws from .£pytus 
Her noble origin, in number €qual: 
To the fair daughters of that facred line.— 
Thou, fage Eumolpas, with a fnowy veil 
O'erfhade thine eyes ; and firft, with folemn pray'r 
Invoke directing Jove, and ev'ry god 
That guides the path of man ; with rcvVent hand 
Explore the tablet then, whofe import high 
To trembling expeftation ftiall reveal 
The gods' myfterious will. 

Ljf. My reafon fails — 
A father's feelings fo unman my foul. 
That 1 muft fly ; left my ill-omen'd grief 



Should interrupt this high religious z&t 
With groans and cries. — ^I'll vifit my fad home^ 
Weep t)'er my child, and ftrain her to my breafl. 
Haply the laft, laft, time. lExk Lyfifcus« 

Epheh. Prepare, Eumolpus. 

{The pri^ covers bis tyes with a ikhite veil J he feems to pray 
far fitne time in Jilence^ then draws forth a tablet from thg 
untf Ephebolus taies it, and difplays it to the crowd."] 

Epheb. 'Tis Anthemoe the tablet bears infcrib'd* 
Diana claims the daughter of LyGfcus. 

Euph. Ariftus and Eumolpus, to the houfe 
Of old Lyiifcus haile : coofole his grief. 
With pious accents ; then, condud the maid, 
Widi fnowy veils furrounded, to the fane.— 
Meantime, let no intemperate fudden burft 
Of joy indecent from the ciowd efcape, 
To break the folemn (ilente, that becomes 
The dread occafion ; or a father wound 
With triumph, at the ftern decree of fate. 
That takes his child, a vidim for the land. 

[As Ariftus and Eumolpus are going out, for the purpofe (f 
conducing Anthemoe, from her fathers houfe, to the Temple, 
TecmefFa and Evadne, who had been concealed and heard 
what pafl, break through the ^ crowd, and cqme forward to tht 
front oftbeJlage\ 
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Ticm* Deluded people ! rainly would ye dip 
Your hands, in virgin gore. Anthemoe's deatb 
Nor expiates the land, nor gives to Dian 
An acceptable yidtim.— Marvel not. 
At thefe my words fo bold. The Pythoneft 
Demands libation of atoning bloody 
From ^pytus ; and poor Anthemoc 
Is alien to that ftem» 

Eufb, Thy frantic woe 
Mifleads thee, with a hope to fave thy daughter.— « 
Elfe, why this wild fuggeflion ? Thro' her ?ein» 
Pure flows the Uood of £pytus» 

Teem. So deems 
The crowdy but falfely ; for th' unhappy maid 
Difclaims all portion^ in the fame and forrow* 
That w;iit his line. ! 

EupL And wouldft thou brand thyfelf 
With ilain indelible? Is not Lyfiicus 
The fothcr of thy daughter I 

Teem. Tho* the faith. 
At Hymen's alur plighted to my hufband. 
Hath erer been unftain'd ; ytt^ not the more 
It good Lyfifcus father of Anthemoe. 

Epbeh. Wonany forbear ; th* important moments prefix 
Big with Meffene'sdoom ; andy ere the fun 
Repofes in the weft, a fpotlefs vi^m 
Shall plan's wrath afluage.— -Retire thou hence^ 



Nor let thy tongue, with vain loquacious ffitff . 
Diftuib the folemn rites, that fave thy country. 

EvaJ. King of Ithome, and afTembled crowds^ 
Hear me ; for now my filencc were a crime. 
When blood of innocence, prcpar'4 to flow 
An ufelefs fpedbicle of cruelty. 
Unacceptable to the ^ods, and chief 
Meflene's (afety in Anthemoe's death, 
Fruftrate, with hopes iliu(bry, by rites 
Which give a^vidim, yet withhold atonement, 
Refiftlefs urge to fpeak, what fear and fhame. 
For many a painful year of confcious grief. 
Have buried in deep fileoce. Hear and wonder*—^ 
Anthemoe, whom ye feek to (acrifice. 
As daughter of Lyfifcus, owes to me 
Her wretched being. 

Eupb. Miferable woman. 
Where are the fandinsionious purity. 
And fage decorum, that have mark'd thy life, 
A model, for the matrons of Ithome ? 
Doft thou come forward, in this great afTembly, 
To wound our ears with tales of wantonnefs. 
And bold profeffion of a fin, whofe taint 
Scandals the holy fundlion I 

Evad. Tho' my death. 
Or worfe than death, eternal in&my, 
^ang on the words I utter ; yet, my tongue 
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Shall ifot recant.— >Aothemoe is the fruit 
From ftealth of loves illicit. Yoaog Lycaoor| 
The Ton of Dryops, was the virgin's fire. 

Ei^. It is incredible— a ftory forg*d — ~ 

Evad. Tfaoa ipirit of the dead, that from the tomb 
Doft hover romid anfeen ; oh thou, that hearft 
My words, and knowft their truth, to fight revealMy 
]£ndued with human organs, couldfl thou fland, 
Tliy tongue would claim thy child. By that dear fhade, 
I fwear ; and call on ev'ry ilygian pow'r> ' 
In witnefs of ray oath ; each circumftance, 
I now reveal, moft fhameful to myfelf, 
Is yet mofl true— -The voice of love was urg'd 
With fuch refifUefs ardour, it pofieft 
Mine eafy foul ; and all a virgin could, 
I yielded to' Lycanor. 

Euph. Wherefore then. 
If from fuch intercourfe the maiden fprang, 
80 rife and prevalent did common fame 
Afcribe her birth to other parentage ? 

Evad. Thelapfe of time now threatened to difclofe 
^ The tender ftealths, that friendly night concealed.— 
I fought my fifter, and with greater pangs 
Than thofc of child-birth, which I after felt, 
UrgM4ier, with agonizing tears, from fhamc 
To fave her only fitter ; fhe, at firil. 
Struck with abhorrence, burft from my emliracey 



«47 

^od left me proftrate on the floor ; but fooA 
A lifter's love returned ; and, by her aid, 
1 bore Anthemoe ; and the babe was nurft. 
As daughter of Lyfifcus and Tecmefla. 

EupL Thy ftory^ urg'd with circymftance to ftrong» 
As falfehood fcarce could forge, at leaft demands 
Delay and caution. — Let the crowd retire.— 
Poftpone the facrifice, left with a yidtim 
Unfoughtf unwelcome* we (hould mock die gods. 

[ifi? rjetirf^ except Alcander, who comet forward to the front 
of the ftage* 

Akan. Eventful hour, what prodigies of woe 
Crowd in thy narrow circle !— Oh,my friend, 
How will thefe tidings harrow up tl^y foul 
With anguifh multiplied ! yet it is meet* 
That thou fhouldft learn them.— I will to the carnp^ 
The perils that furround his father's houfe 
Peoiand the prefence of my Philodes. 

lExk, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Tie Tmfk of JpoBo, Ev?»Al«, Rfh^bplp^, A&l»TQf|«N(yis 

EUPHAES* 

What healing cottuffll^, 10 tho puUip ill«, 

Afford relief? — Lo, on tho perilous ovo 

We fland of battle, xphofc creot <keid«9 

Our fafety or perdition % 4od th' atopeotf At; 

Of virgin bloodi &!« feop« of our rcdffmptiOQt ' 

By Phoebus* voice cnjoitt'd, to Artemis 

Remains unpaid. 

4r\f. The furious rabble now 
Pr^fent a fccnc of anarchy and outragie.— — — 
Impatient from their fuff 'rings paft, and hope , 
Of near redrefs, they crowd around the fanes, , 

And throng the ftreets, ti^ith loud and fearful criesi 
Calling for Dian's victim* JR.ev'rend order 
And gpvemance are filent, in the din ; 
The magiftrates retire, before the torrent 
Pf popular ra^e, tthat rolls devouring on \ 
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Hardly, as yet, their feeble efFort^ ftrCf 
From general maflacre/ the houfe of iEpy^m. 

Eypb. Vainly we thought our ill?, dcvourin|r wVf 
Famine and peftilenco were at their height.-^ 
The ftrange diftrafliPRS, thsrt tlie city fill, 
Double thefe horrors ; and the Aate is fick 
To diflblution ; while, with fruitlcfs care. 
We, whom the will of heay'n hath called to |;uard 
The public weal, ^pply the remedies 
Of wholefome counfel and authority. 

Epheb, The nobles ftapd aghafl, before the populace. 
Whom fcarcely yet fome weak remaining ties 
Reftrain from violence. Not more difmay'd 
The timid fhepher^ls view the hungry lion, 
Ta'en in the toils, and ilruggling to break forth. 

Ttf, Some baleful dempn o'er Ithpme's tow'r^ 
Sails, wrapt in gloomy clouds ; and (ends abroa4 
A fell deftroying fpirit. The fofter fexj^ 
J*offeft with rage entbufiaftic, range 
Wild thro' the ftreets, like frantic Menadesj — 
With locks diflievelPd, and with haggard eyes, 
They call aloud for blood > and ihriek 4eftni{tiQi( 
To all the houfe of -£pytus. 

Eupb, Lyfifcus 
Hath from Ithome, with hi^ wife and daughter, 
In fecret ftoln.— Say, fhalLa ftcond lot 
Pepide whom we to Diap j^«e I Or force 
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Parftte» and feize the TOtire maidy whom bxt 
Ordains the lacrifice ?— For (iirey the tale 
Or lore illiett and of (purious birth 
Is falfe and groundlels by the fequel provM. 

An/, Mefienian fages, hear what I propound.— <- 
I feely methinksy my rlfiog foul dilate. 
With aftive deity. — I have a daughter, 
A virgin pure ; the blood of i^pytus, 
From fire to fon tranfmitted> thro* her veins, 
Courfes unmix'd ; to give her to the gods 
My foul 1$ bent ; — ^for what may fatisfy 
Th' ambitious parent's pride, like fuch an union,—- 
His daughter wedded to the deity. 

Eupb. NoUeft of men, the gods fure (peak in thee ; 
.Twere impious to rcjeft the voice divine. — 
Be it, as thou haft faid. — What thanks and praiie 
Shall grateful myriads pay ? 

Ephe6. The fculptor's art. 
The painter's faithful hand, and holy bard^ 
Shall eternize thy name. 

jfrif. I feek no praife -- 
Slow and reluftant 1 (hrunk back, cnflav'd 
By fond parental weaknefs. Deity, 
With ftern commandment, and o'er-ruling voice, 
Wrought in ray foul refiftlefs, — Thus impelled, 
Spite of myfelf, I offer up my child. 
A deed, which late pofterity will hear. 
With doubtful thoughts ; to ccnfurci or j^pplaud. 
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As times and manners vary. — Satisfied 
With dear remembrance of Ithome's fafety^ 
I wifh, to fink in filence to the tomb. 
And reft btefide my child. The only boon 
I claim, is fome fmall paufe, (bme refting fpacei 
To fummon up the man within my foul ; 
And difcipline my thoughts, to meet the confli^ 
Of warring palfions : for of this be fure» 
That yielding up to death a darling child» 
Much more than life I yield* 
£ttfh. We will not breali: 
The facred filence» that thy griefs demand ; 
^ut to the gods commend thee ; and while loTe 
Pf parent country fills the gen'rous bread:, 
T^hy name fhall live moft dear and venerable* 

lExcuni alliui Ariftodemna. 



SCENE II. 

Aristodemus alone* 

Anf, Ye gods, from feats of permanent delight. 
That look on wretched man, behold the confiidf 
Tha^ tear my bofom ; with your influence, 
Raife me above myfelf, with flrength endu'd. 
To meet th' impending trial, as I ought ; — 
pifpel the low-born thought, the felfilh aim, 
Tj^efpnd relenting, and fo nerve my heart, 
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That no eompnnftioos vifitingt of natnrf 

Msiy fteal me from my great and Ttrtiioiis puqxife* «. i 

life covnt bufaee^ andhseb m the back fart pftbija^. 



Eutar DiONB, who atjtrfi doc$ mt fmrcme her Fatiffr* 

D'ttK Thro* all the city piercing cries refbuncl, - 
Of korroTy mix'd with din of ftormy rage. 
And threats of vioIence.-^My father abfent. 
Infuriate mulutudes furround our houfe. 
With ftem and cruel eyes, and famifh'd faces.— 
Something they feem to adc, importunate, 
With menace join'd ; — perhaps, Diana's vi^lim.-^ 
1 tremble for my friend. — Her parents, tore her. 
By force, from my emtraces.— When flie parted 
Methought, th' informing fpirit left this frame,— 
Uniafe at home, I range to feek my fire, 
Wilh trembling footfkeps ; fefefl is the child 
Near a lov'd parent \ he, ^ih ^iant arm 
Will guard my weakoefs, f»r his heakk I fesur.*-* 
His cheer is aker'd \ be is deadly pak^— « 
Laft night he fpent, ia deep aoyd anxious mufin^ 
J>onely and watchful } and» at dawn ^f day. 
Our (laves inform me^ he west ibrthk in iikoe^-^ 
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Our old and faithfiil Dotiax*, at adiftance 
His fteps purfued, and found, he (ought a grov« 
To Dian confecrated ; prOilrate thtrty 
Liong time in pray'r he paft. — Nor food, nor wine, 
Nor aught, that may repair the wafte. of nature* 
Since yefter morn hath yifited his lip.-»^ 
L.O, there he kneels, in pray'r immoveable 
Abforpt, he fees not, hears not '— SorSt a weight 
Of laboring care and forrow preffes do\i^ 
His mighty mind.-T-Propitious be the gods. 
My father, to thine* oraifons, — In fiience^ 
At rev'rent awful diftance, will I ftand. 

[ Ariftodemus r^er an J turns ftmtL 
jlrif. Approach my child, Dione^ 
Dto. O my father. 
Arif, What wouM my daughter i 
Dto. To the mighty gods. 
Commend me, in thine oraifon«, my foul 
Shrinks at the fenfe of danger ; and to thee, 
To thee, my father, clings for hope of fafetyj 
As the poor (hip-wreck'd failor tp the rock, 
That rifes firm amidft the toiling deep. 

Arlf. To me for hope of fafety ! — l>anger whence ? 
What means my daughter ? Wherefore doft thou fear ? 
Why haft thou ventur'd to commit thyfelf, 

* Suppofed to be one of the flaves of Ariftodemua.' 
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Singte sini unprotected^ to the gaze 
Of the prefumptttous rabble» apt for deeds 
OfvioIeDce ? — ^Why range the public haunts'^ 
That teem with licence ? 

Dio. Pardon me^ my father ; . 
I could not bear the terrors of thine aUence. 
A defpVate multitude furround our houfe ; 
With menaces confus'd and indiftin<5t» 
The furious populace for Dianas fane 
Demand a tidtim. 

jfn/l Hold my bleeding heart. — {^qfiJe* 

In fullnefs of allotted time, the gods 
Will £nd a vidlim.-^Fair and graceful treifes I 
Oh beauteous form ! moil fure, a foul divine 
Dwells in that frame, — and (halt thou then be led 
With fillet's wreath'd, to fall before the altar, 
JLike beaHs that crop the herb ?-^Shali that pure blood 
That courfes thro' the yeins; to minifler 
To perfe6b beauty, and to blamelefs life, 
Smoak on the bloody fteel i " Z^dt* 

Dio Alas my father, 
1 fear for my Anthemoe ; left the crowd 
Fanatic feize, and drag her to the altar, 
A trembling vidtlm. 

Art/. Doft thou fear for her ?— 
Thou little know'ft the danger. 

Dto, I could die. 
To lave, from death, the fifterof my h^rt. 



Arif^ *Ti8 cv^n unto thy wifli, — ^poar innocents [t^* 

l>w. Where (he to perifh ; did not love for thee. 
My deareft parent, chain me to this earth, 
Our fates (hould be the fame. Oft have I pray'd 
The gracious gods, that we might die together. 

jfrs/ What haft thou faid of dying ? — O, my child* 
How fhall I fpeak ? — My foul, confounded, falls 
Before her innocence ; it finks awe-ilruck. 
As at the thoughts of guik. O virgin foftnefsit 
How dreadful art thou to my thought I — My limbs. 
Trembling, refiife to bear me. A cold damp 
Bedews my frame,— A deadly leaden weight 
Prefles my bofom, ftops my lab'ring breath. — 
Dione— daughter, — no,— it muft not be.— [^/tde* 

Art thou, indeed, my daughter i 

Dlo. O my father^ 
Sure thou art (ick to death. Some dreadful meaning 
Lurks in thine hollow eye. — O, would to heav'n, 
That I could rife above the worthlefs ftate 
Of female weaknefs ;md fimplicity, 
To manly (enfe and courage, and deferve 
To (hare niy father's grief i 

jlrif. Call me not father.— 
I Rartle at the name. There's in the found 
Something, I know not what, of horrible. 
That makes my hair involuntary rife. 
And damps the vital currents, like the juice 
Of cold folamua. 
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iHo. Would* tbdU daft «c olf ?— . 
Am I not then thy child i 
^ris. Know this, Dioti6 9 

' If thou, indeed^ an tAnt i thou wilt refeniUtf 
Thy fire, not fo Auch ifl the liaeailI6ftt», 
Uncertain oft, by outward cauies chang'd. 
As in the thoughts and aims^— ^'Tis thus, a fire 
laves in the virtuous child."*— If thou, ihdittAt 
Art mine $ a fpark of patriot \lforth (kduld b^m» 
And kindle in thy breaft | with thoughts chte. 
To foar a pitch beyoftd the common heffd^ 

■ That fpridg and wither, in thepaths ofcfcnre 
Of fordid privacy. — My child, Dione» 
Should be illuftrious.— Doft thou love thy country ?— 
1 mean not, with fuch feeling as thy fex 
Gives to the found feducxng. Doft thou gJow, 
With a(5tivc ^eal, to favc thy native land ? 

Dio. My fervent prayVs are breath'd, both raortf and Cire> 
For peace and fafety to my native land, 
Dear in itfelf, ftill dearer for jny father — 
What can the feeble and unpra<5lis'd hand. 
And feebler mind, of a poor foolilh maid 
Contribute to the great and awful work 
Of public welfare ? 

^rtf. Much, too much, thou can*ft,— 
Oh my fwoln bofomi — 'to redeem thy count^y,-^*^ 
Than fageft counfels more, and puiffant arm*-'- 
Thoft bear^ft within tliyfelf the pledge, and means. 
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JXo. Hftve I the migky {>6w'r t& iave my eowttfyy 
A fimple maid ?-^Inftrud me hbw> my fal}i6F<— 
My prompt obedieDee^ in the ^ofious tsifk. 
Shall prove that I inherk from my fire» 
His Tirtu^8> tirifh his blood. 

Art/. Sad heritage ! 
OW couldfl thou rea^d my thoughts, aod fpare my toogiue 
The dreadful leflbn, which Ihave to teacb^ 
And thou to learn ! Inftfu^ thee, o Dione ! 
Canil thou exalt thy woman's mind, to feel 
Th' expanfive kindnefs ftnd exalted love^ 
Which thoufands can include ; aod to the irt^elfate 
Of thofe we know not, thofe we ne'er have feen,' 
Of unborn myriads, that to being crowd, 
Can facrifice the prefent hopes^ and aims, 
Earth's bounded viOons, narrow fchemes of. life 9 
And upward look, for guerdon and ftuition. 
In deathlefs honour, and the blefl fbciety 
Of gods above ; delight, without alloy. 
Or bound, or period ? — Couldft thou think, and se^:; 
Thus, thus, Dione ;— then wert thou^ indeed, 
Ariftodemus' child. 

Dio, Indeed, I feel 
I am thy child, and never fhall my life 
Degenerate, from the worth, that bids thy toimc 
Reibund illuftrious, thro' the grecian ftates*— ^ 
Alas, 'my fire, Dione's fimple mind 
Ne'er ventur'd on the thoughts fublime, which lift 
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The mortal from this earth, in ecftacy, 

And mix him with the gods. The loom and didafi^ 

And harmlefs fports, with virgins, my compeers, 

Or grateful oraifbns, to the good pow'rs, 

That crown'd my youth with bleflings, firft and chief 

Of envy 'd bleffings, gave me fuch a fire ; 

Thefe have filFd up ray time ; nor left a thought 

For other fpeculations. Yet 1 truft, 

Should great occafion call me, to exertions 

Of import to my country, 1 could rife, 

With foui elate, to meet the folenin aft ; 

And prove myfelf thy daughter, 

AriJ, Yes Dione, 
Thou art, indeed, ray child, embrace thy father.— 
Oh that embrace dcftroys rae !— My refolves. 
My fteely fortitude are melted alJ, 
In that foft kifs. 

jDio, Why doft thou weep, my father ? 

Arif. Say, my beloved, fhould thy country's wfeal 
Demand a facrifice ; couldft thou refign 
Thy youthful hopes and pleafures ? 

Dto. Oh moft freely. — 
To fave my country, I would live fequeftcr'd> 
A willing viftim, and confume my days. 
In pious rites and humble ceremonies 
Of duty to the gods. 

Artj: Offended Dian 
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Requires a yirgia. Couldft thou then devote 
Thy blooming youth to her ? — 

Dio. 'Tis what I've fought.— 
Each mom^ amidft my oraifons, I pray 
A fpotlefs vot'ry, in her fane to live 
From worldly cares reclufe. — Why doft thou weep ? 
Ne'er till this day did I behold thy cheeks 
Stain'd with that woman's weaknefs. 

jfri/. O my country, [oAsSf. 

This is the dreadfiil moment; let thy voice. 
Silent and ftrong, re-animate my foul, 
To pay the dreadful precious facrifice.-^ 
Saftain me, heav'n \ One ftruggle, and 'tis paft.— 
To live Dione ! — Art thou fond of life ? 
Still doft thou talk of living. — Couldfl thou dare, 
My child, Dione, couldft thou dare to die ? 

Dio. My days were fo fillM up with tranquil joys ; 
Such happy thoughts pofTefs'd my youthful mind. 
Paternal love preventing ev'ry wifh, 
And chafing from our peaceful home the fteps 
Of anxious forrow and intrufive care, 
That, ere the wafle of all-devopring war 
O'erfpread our cultur'd plains, the thoughts of death ' 

Ne'er vifited my foul. Now, various forms 
Of death, J)y famine, fword and peftilence. 
Hourly prefented tp my tortur'd fight, 
So wound my bofom, that, full oft, 1 think 
Peath were a refuge to the fad fpc^ator 



Of (uchcahroitieSy and happier hr 

The dead, who deep io peace, than the (unironp 

Condema'd to die in others, and at laft 

To £dl themfclres. And often hare I wi(h'd, 

When I haye feen fome pale expiring wretch 

Before me (ink, that I could yield my breath* 

To fare the haplefs vi^ims, that around me 

Have pcrifii'd guiltlcfs. 

jfrff. Oh my noble child, 
What haft thou faid, with voice oracular ? 
Thou little knewft ; — ^and yet thou doft not know.*^ 
But be it to thy wi(h. — I find thee apt. — 
Hear then a dreadful truth : — no more my tongue 
Shall wrong thee> and in tedious circumftance 
FaltVing involve it, as thy firmnefs doubting. — 
The gods require, that thou Hiouldft pour thy blood| 
A pure libation, to the offended pow*rs, 
Whofe wrath affli(5ls thy country : — more my tongue 
Denies ;— but, if thou art niy child, Dione, 
Again embrace me ; o, my beauteous daughter. 
The gods, the gods, demand thee f— I muft fly, 
Left I break forth in loud and fruitlefs yells 
Of woraanilh dcfpair. Prepare thyfelf. 
To give a pattern of heroic worth, - 
Which may thy fex ennoble : — call the gods,— • 
And they will hear thee, and fuftain thy foul. 
With graceful firmnefs to receive thy doom.-— 
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^Tis paft— -tis clone.*-My child, my child, o heaven? I— 
Here reft ; fecure beneath thi3 facred roof. 
From fear of outrage. When I can recall 
My fcatter'd thoughts, ^ I'll feek thee, and purfiiC 
The fad detail of thy myfterious fate. 



lExif. 
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I)iONE aIon<, 

She goes to the altat and kneels ief9re it^ fame thne^ xnjilence. 

How grateful are thy beams, thou gbrious orb, 
Whofe blefled ray invigorates the earth ! 
Soon (hall thy radiance ftrike my new-made tomb. 
And warm my fenfelefs duft. — O Philocles, . 
Wilt thou not weep ? — '1 know thatthou wilt weep, 
Thefe eyes no more (hall view thy graceful form. 
Yet, and the thought untimely fate endears, 
I perifh, to preferve the honour'd names 
Of fire,, and native land.-*-Th' etefian gales 
Winnow the buxom air, with gladfome wings 
Difporting round the earth, and call the buds 
And leaves, and BowVs, to clothe the fmiliqg plain. 
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Row diff Vent fiur mj op'ning ipring of life ! 
A deadly blight.— I muft forbear this ftraio. 
Unworthy of my father.— To the gods. 
In filent awe, my oraifons (hall rife. 



J^She remmtu IneeSng, 



& C E N « IV. 

Philoclis and Alcander, having returned fccrelly frtm tic 
campf enter £fgmfed as peafanis. 

Ale. Thas far, o Philocles, the gods have proy'd 
Propitious to our flight, and fhrouded us, 
From eyes and tongues inquifitire. Yet, ftill, 
I tremble for our fafety. — This return 
From camp, at eve of an eventful combat, . 
To death, or penalty far worfe than death, 
SubjeAs us both ; thee chief ; — ^thepopulace 
Will vifit on thine head their fruftrate hopes 
Of public expiation. 

PhiL In this fane, 
We may conceal ourfelves, 'till (hades of night 
Give licence, thro' the ftreets to roam, at large. 

jilc>. Back to the camp;— for, pow, each tender pledge 
Whofe danger by the heart-firings pull'd thee home, 
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Hath gaio'd a fure afylum ; and relieves , 

Thy foul from anxious care. 

Phil. Not fo, my friend. 
'Tis true my fire is fled : the reft remains 
In doubt ; fave this, that, partners of his flighty 
My mother, with my fitter, and the prieftcfs 
Of Juno, left our hoiife. One ancient flare, 
RearM at my grandflr'e*s board, and lovM attendant. 
From childhood, of my father, join'd their fl:eps. — • 
May Jove diredl their courfc, to fliun the rage 
Of the wild multitude. — But foft, my friend. 
For lo, fome pious maiden, with pure lips. 
Breathes her petitions, to the guardian pow r, 
Whofe prefence fills this temple. 

Dio. Sure, I hear Infif^J* 

The voice and fteps of men. — Preferve me, heav'n !-^ 
'Tis Philocles : — his heavy brow is charged 
With gufts of ftormy forrow, and the tear 
Sufl^ufes his red eye.— Son of Lyfifcus, [^Jf» 

Why art thou here ? We learn, ,the fpartan hoft 
Camps near our army ; and th' eventful hours 
Teem with heroic adlions, 

Phil. Wonder not ; 
Nor let me fufFer, in thy gentle mind. 
As heedlefs of nay country's weal, or deaf 
To honour's glorious call.-^But the fad tidings I— 
Think, what the breaft fraternal mufl; endure,— 
A fifter's fate fo nigh I 
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J)io. Refign thy cares, 

For our Anthemoe's fate. — The gods haye found 

Another vi^im. 

Phii. Oh propitious powVs, 

Grateful, to you I bend, whofe influence 

Prptefts my fifters ; for, by the foft name 

Of (ifter, 1 haTC ever iov*d to call, 

Who holds \within this heart a place fo dear, 

That language wants a term of fond and kind. 

To gire it name. 

Dso. Alas, Philocles, 

In this day's Arange event, thou wilt not find 

SubjeA for gladnefs. 

PhU. True, my heart will bleed. 

For the devoted maid, gentle, and fair. 

Like thee, if any lives, or ever liv'd. 

That might with thee compare. — What pangs (hall rend , 
The parent's breaft \ how agonize the foul 
Of the fond youth, who doats, if ever youth 
Doated like — wherefore does my faltering tongue 
Defcrt th' unfinifh'd perbd ! 

Dio. Philocles, 
Feed not thy foul with images of joy. 
And lovM fociety, fuch as endear'd 
The feafon of our youth. — There was a time— 
But of fuch hopes, as of a parting cloud. 
Irradiate for a moment with the fun. 
Then melted into rain, think we no more.-— 



265 ' 

Learn refignation.— Thou behoUft th« viaim, 
Seledled by the gods, to bleed this day. 

Plnl. Thou—thou a viaira ? Can the gracious gods. 
Good in themfelves, that love and cherifli goodnefs. 
Can they look on, and mar their <^ofen work. 
Their archetype and pattern of perfedlion ? 
Will not4ndignant Jove, whofe partial hand 
In lovelinefs array'd thee, dart his lightening, 
. And blaft the guilty rites ? 

Z>w. Weak youth, forbear. 
Whatever hopes or wilhes may have dawh'd 
Within the clofe recedes of the mind. 
Unborn muft pcriih, ere they reach thy lips.— 
Th' eternal doom is paft. 

PbiL Thou fhalt not bleed— 
Oh fly th' abodes of anarchy and death, 
Where cruel wrong," for virgin innocence. 
Beneath religion's flole and fnowy fillets^ 
Lurks in difguifc. -With diftant humble awe, 
My care (hall tend thy fteps. 

Dio. Son of Lyfifcus, 
Reprefs th' unworthy thought, which derogates 
From female dignity, and virgin honour- 
Is this thy counfel to a grecian maid, 
Call'd forth to virtue by her father's fame. 
And chofen by the gods, to pay th' atonement 
That gives Meffene fafety ^-— From this hour, 
1 hold myfelf a confecrated thing. 
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Eftrang'd from earth» pertaioing to the gods. — . 
Soon will my fire return ; it is not meet 
He find us here in parley. — Anfwer not ; — 
Farewell, a long farewell, o Fhilocles ! 

[Exeunt at dij^tsrent Jidet ofthejlage* 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Continues in the Temple as before^ 

Philocles anJ Alcander. 
Fhilocles. 

\VHY do I linger round thefe fatal walls? 
What dawn of hope remains ? 

AIc» Retire, my friend ; 
The gods are adverfe. To the camp return ; 
For death, with infamy,, awaits us here. 
If we mud perifh, let fome noble adt 
Of manly daring,- to our fatal doom 
Give worth and energy.— Better, in fight, 
Illuftrious fall ; than, like the felon wretch, 
By fentence of the judge, and ruffian hand 
Of common juflicc. 
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Phil. Noy if death muft come. 
What matters for the Jorm ? I will not hence. 

I am at war with pnidcnce and myfelf. 

My madd'ning fpirit with wild outrage labours, 
What, yet I know not. — Strange and black chimeras 
Inflame my boiling blood. — I muft pi'efervc, 
And will pofTefs Dione. 

Jk. Vain that hope ; 

Her fire's decree, her own determined will, 
The danger of the ftate, the people's rage 
Loud calling for a vidtim ; laft, and chief. 
The awful mandate of th' immortal gods, 
AH adverfe to thy wifhes. 

Phd, Tho' th' abyfs 
Of quick dellniftion gap'4 before my ftcps. 
The bound and punifhment of my wild paflion. 
Yet would 1 ftrain her, in my trembling arms, 
Prels her into myfelf, on the wild verge. 
Plunge madly down, embracing and embraced. 
And dare the future worft. 

AU. I have adventur'd 
My votive life v^ith thine, a facrifice 
To that commanding love I ever bare thee ; 
But think not, I will liften to the founds 
Of bold impiety. — Almighty Jove 
Will bid -his thunders roll, and darted lightnings 
Proftrate thy guilty head. 
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Phit. t am repfov^d 
Not by thy words aiooe» that hesv'nly vifiott 
ReprdTes each bold thought. 



SCENE II. 



Er^er Dions. 



/)iV., Oh huntrefs Dian,^ fbon my ftept /Wl jotof 
Thy virgin choir. The ihaggy ipoils of chace^- 
The rural armoury,^ the bow, the quiver. 
The boar-fpear, the light javelin, and the toils. 
That woods and lawns, and iloping hills, furroundM 
Shall henceforth be my care.— ^Unhappy youth, 

ifemg PhilocIeSrf 
Why doft thou haunt my fteps ? Why trouble thus^ 
With iighs importunate, my few lafl hours 
Of earthly fojourn ? Know, eftrang'd from earth, 
The mate of virgin Dian, with the gods 
My fpirit dwells ; and, when my blood ihall fioWy 
For my lov'd fire, for thee, and all Mcflcne, 
A free libation, think not, that my fhade ^ 

Will then depart ; — it is already fled. — 

Phil Still art thou cold, as Peneus | ftill feVere. — 
Yet, once more, to thy pity I appeal. 
And to thy love. — Tbo' carelefs of thyfelf. 
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Feel for my fufF*rings ; o relcot, Dione, 
And timely thinky it is not one exiftence 
Pepends on thy refolvc. 

Diom Th' immortal gods 
Haye feal'd my doom. — I know, not one estiftence 
Depends on my refolvc ; bat that of myriads, — 
I owe falvation to n)y native, land. 
And glorious viftory o'er tyrant Sparta. 
Matrons and virgins, aged fires and youths. 
And lifping babes, all cry to 4ne for fafety. 
My fpirit muft, for them, in wreaths of incenfe, 
Afcend, and diiHpate the leaden cloud 
That overhaligs Ithome. 

PA//. Ohreflea, 
Timely, refledfc. — Canft thou, ^th eyes unmoved. 
Behold the ^d preparative of death ? 
The cru^l rites, with fell foleranity, 
Detailed before thee ?— See the bloody prieft,— — . 
Oh fight of horror ! — — At thy gentle breaft, 
He aims the lifted knife. 
Dio. I am prepared.— 
Believe me, nature fondly clings to Hfe. 
I have array'd thefe images of death. 
In dreadful pomp before me, and recoiPd 
From the grim phalanx ; o'er my fpirit pafs*d 
A momentary weat;nefs ; on the ground 
I funk, diffolvM in tears ;— bat now ^tis o'er. 
J, ftand^ prepar'd^ to found the vaft abyfs 
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Of dread eternity — ^The moriing da^os. 
The fmiliDg morn of a new entity. 
In biefl elyfium, happy without bound. 
Without alloy. 

Phil, Oh by the facred names, \JtneeR»g, 

Of love and Venus, and each bleiTed pow^'r, 
I'hat fills with good, and guards the life of man, 
Yield, I conjure thee, — by the parted fhade 
Of thy fond mother, which now hovers round, 
And chides thy rafhnefs. — Wilt thou fall the viiflim 
Of a vain father's pride ? — finpugl) remain 
To make the dire atonemf nt,-^Here I grow. 
And clafp thy knees, and weep, and kif^ the duft ; 
Here bide, a living monument, to fharn^ 
Thy frantic fuperftition. — Groveling thus. 
Thus abjeft, will I lay me, in thy path. — 
Trample this body, — fpurn this groaning breaft, — . 
Fafs o'er thefe proftrate limbs, to meet thy doom. 

D'to. O Philocles, a tear alone is mine ; 
And that perforce 1 give thee. We muft part. 
Yet, haply, by permilHon of the gods, 
My (hade may viGt thee ; and thou (halt hear 
My warning voice, thro' the cool filent air 
Of confcious midnight, calling thee from earth» 
To join my fteps, with amaranthus crown'd. 
In bow'rs of endlefs joy. — Meantime, my foul 
Hath fummon*d all its flrength ; and call'd in aid 
The father, in my nature, to fuflaio 
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My fainting virtue ; and I feel it beat. 
Within my hearty a pulfe of manly daring. 
And fhall a weak and unexperienced maid, 
Unmov*d, behold what daunts a gallant youth ? 

PbiL Were 1 alone to perifli, I could meet 
The diredl forms of agonizing death 
By cruelty devi»*dy nor fhrink appall'd.— 
Thy danger, from her hold of confUncy, 
My {pint (hakes. 

Dio* Attend^ and learn, from flde^ 
The noble lore of patient fortitude.— 
In this day's awful ^itrork, 1 hope to f^ow 
A foldier's firmnefs. 

Jk. Wretched youth, thy Ihame 
Is now confummate. — Lo, with eye fevere. 
Where no relenting, for a lover's weaknefs. 
Or youthful folly, bides,-^Ariftodemus. 

PhiL No matter y let him come, my foi4 is wound 
To that high pitch of wild extravagance. 
By love and anguifh, I have lofl the fenfe 
Of fear and reverence. Life is now, to me, 
A flrange diftemper'd dream ; where all things mix 
In rude and ftormy chaos. 
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SCENE IIL 



Enter^ to ihm^ AnistooBMtfS* 

Artf. Is It well ? 
Say, is it well, young man) th&t hertf I fee thee. 
At cf e of fight ? Unworthy as thou art 
Haft thou forgot thine oath ? The flopih^ iuit 
Hath yet fome fpace to travel, ere he quench 
His fiery wheels in ocean, and this mom . 
Didft thoU, with folemn adjitfatiom, call 
The puler of the day, to mark thy Vows, 
That never wouldft thou feek Ithome s tow'rs 
Unlefs in irinmpb, ^od whh fpartam blood 
Painted illuftrious. 

Phil. Now> all care of fanlc 
Be vaniih'd. — This devoted vir^n filtft 
My foul and fenfes ; ev'ry other ofcjeA 
Seems like th' unheeded gawds of witlefsf chiIdhaod« 
There was a time, with more then filial awe, 
I bow'd to thee, and fear'd thy frown, as death ; 
But 'tis no more. I feel my heated brain. 
To frantic words, and ftill more frantic deedS| 
Hurry me.— Ohy thou fire unnataral| 



What doft thou purpofe i WiJt thoa ftain thy hands 
With guiltlefs blood ? 

^ri/, Were not my laboring mind 
Poflcft and Bx'd, with all its faculties, 
On the great work the mighty gods propound, 
I would purfuc thee, 'till thy country's juftice 
Had mark'd thee out, a warning Ipedacle, 
To all, who, in the needful hour of trial, 
Defert the common caufe.-— Of this no more.— * 
Retire with me, my child ; we muft prepare — 
biana calls thee ;. knd, in bridal robes. 
We rauft adorn thee, for this glorious union 
Of mortal with immortah 

Dio, O my father, ' 

Now is my time, to rife in patriot worth, 
And vindicate my claim and part in thee. — 
Now am I firm, as the felf-centred ftars, 
Fix'd in t^eir orbits. Farewell, Ph;locles ; 
I look towards the day, when we (hall meet 
In perfeft innocence. 

\Exeunt Dione and Arifiodemus* 

Phil. And art thdu gone ? 
Wik thou not ftay and blefs me ? What adomings ? — 
What bridal robes ? O deed of tenfold horror !— 
To part for ever, like the falling ftar. 
Which (hoots athwart the hcmifphcre of night. 
And then is feen no more'! — By force to ru(h 
Keen on the cruel priefts, and with the fword 
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Refcue the vidlim I — ^Yw, ye men of bloocFy 
Ye (hall be fatisfied ; and on your heads^ 
Will I retort your purpofe. — Human vrfHms 
Muil furely fall ;— but not an helplefi maid— 
Nor ye the facrificers ; tjiis hand fliall learn 
New funflions ; a new prkft fhall ofj^r up 
Blood-thirfty men, to gods athirft for blood. 

j^Ic. Impious alike, and vain were fuch attempt. 
Danger to thee, not fafety to Dione, 
Waits the raih adlj th' impatient multitude 
Would tear thee piecemeaf. 

PhiL Pardon me, Drone, [^after a long^paufe* 

Thou fpotlefs purity, what fell defpair, 
Cruel expedient, counfels. — It muft be. — 
• Ye holy pow'rs of truth, forgive the founds 
Of pious fallacy. — Leare me, Afcander. 

Return thou to the camp, where glorious death. 

At leaft, awaits thee ; for thou (halt not join 

My ftrange myfterious fate, and haply find 

A doom opprobrious'. With refiftlefs force. 

Some powV impels me to a ftrange attempt ; 

And doubtful lies the goal j haply, to joy?, 

Dearer than life, it leads ; haply, to death. 

With blackeft infamy. 
jIIc, And is it thus, 

O Philocles, that thou haft weig^'d and proved 

The mighty friendfhip, in our youthful hearts^ 

That grew from childhood ? Wouldft thott dirirc rae froHi thee. 
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When danger, as thou fayft, stud iftfafny 
Hang on thy purpofts ? One common dooflii 
Awaits us both. — But hear ye not the founds 
Of diftant miftftrelfy ? The pricfts lead on 
The wild fanatic cfowd* 

PblL Ihearaburft 
Of horrid muficy fitted to the feafon, 
Difmal and low. Soon (hall the cruel rites^ 
Abominable, unutterable, begin. — 
And will the bleffed fun, bright fource of life, 
Behold the murd'rous deed, and not recoil. 
As at the feaft of Atreus ? — Hark again ! 
Fury has fill'd my breaft. I could out-howl 
The frantic Menalus, and tear my IJmbs, 
With onavaiHng rage. — ^The priefts /Kail bked. — 
Ariftodemns itjo, — All, all, (hal! perffti. 
The faofifice fhall prove an hecatoftib j 
Whatever noblcft, bef!, Ithome holds ! 

Ale. Sueh bloody rites befeem not polifh'd Greece, 
The feat of gentle arts, and virgin Kan, 
Sage patronefs of female majefty . ^ 
And maiden worthinefs. 

Phil No, fitter pay them 
At the rude, fbrmlefs fhrine of Taranis, 
Stern pow'r of battles. Let him fcent the blood 
Of human victims . Let him feaft his ears^^ 
With moans of death and fhrieks of agony ; 
Where the wild whirlwind ploughs thtf (cytbian plaiin, 
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And yelling demons in the tempeft roll'd, 

Rafe from th' expanfe of fand, whatever fpringr 

Tender, or firm, herb, fruit, or tree, to feed, ' 

Or (hade the kinds that breathe. — That ftrain again f 

Not hofts for battle marlhail'd could appall me. 

Like this religious pageant ; now, be firm/' 

My foul ; the moments urge thy crifis on. 



SCENE iV. 

Opens from the Temple of Apollo into, thai of Dtana^ clofely ad- 
joining to it.^^A folemn procejjion of priefii, — ^Dione, adorned 
<vith bridal robet, attended by Choristers oixJ Musicians, 
and a number of Messenian Virgins. — £uf hacs, Aris* 
TODSMUs, Ephebolus, Tisis, and the houfe of -^pytus, 
with other Messenians, attending, — An ahar is feen bumingr 
with vafes and other preparations for facrifice. 

HYMN TO DIANA. 

FROM ftar-pav'd manfions of delight. 

Come Artemis, fcrenely bright. 

Goddefs, yoke the fnowy hinds. 

That, from afar, . ' • 

Ob filver asdes burl thy car f 
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I And o'er the wide expanfe of fe/|» 

The mountain-topsy the foreft^ and the ieat^ 
' Waft thee fwifter than the winds, i 

Stooping from thy golden throne^ 

'Till the folemn rites are done. 

Or, if on earth thy &voar'd honaCf 

Benignant goddefs, come— > 

Whether in Pitane*, thy loVd retreat. 

Or Perga, once thy chofen feat. 

Or where Miletus fees Maeander wind 

His (inuous courfe. 

Or, where thine amazonian band^ 

Rear'd the tow'rsf with martial hand. 

That bright Cayfler laves, while, from his fource. 

With fmopth and placid march he glides. 

And bears his tuneful fwans, to meet th' icarian tides. 

Pefert awhile thy favoured home, 

^enignant goddefs come. 

Hark — ^heard you not the well-known call ? 
Goddefs feek Ithome*s wall. 
Stooping from thy golden throne^ 
'Till the folemn rites are dgne. 
The bugles found, thy dogs are loud, 
The mountain-tops the fylvans crowd : 

« PiUne, a city of I^aconla, where Lycurgus inltituted a facnfice tp 
Diana Orthia. 
f In Ephefttfi. 



27* 

Huntrels maidy colled thy traiOy 

Amnifian nymphst and daughters of the mabt 

Gortpis, Britomarty with golden hair, 

Cyrcne foft, and Anticlea* fair. 

And hark — ^they call thee, huntrefs maid ; 

Wherefore are the rites delayed. 

Huntrefs maid, thy train demand 
A new companion at thine hand. 
While they dance in frolic rpandy 
Beneath their unfhorn treffes bright, 
' That float in wreaths of liquid light| 
Their i^r'ry quivers found. 
Where'er thy fil?er faadals prefs 
Exulting earthy (he wears a feftal robe ; 
And healing plants, and fiow'ret« fweet, 
Huntrefs maid, around the globe. 
Spring beneath thine hallow'd feet> 
The laughing meads to drefs. . 
Not flaunting rofes, as at Venus* birth, 
Be-paint the garifh earth, 
But humbler children of the vale, 
The modeft violet, and primrofe pale. 
NarciiTus, bending o'er the chilly ftream. 
And fnow-drops, fearful of thy brother's beam. 



* Thefc, with other nymphs, are enumerated by Callimachus in hU 
hymn to Diana. 
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N6t for the fylvan war alone, 

Thy fire the fhafb unerring gave ^ 

Or bade the cyclops at their anvils groaa^ 

Within the lemnian cave, 

To forge deflruflioo forthebeaAs of chace; 

But to fubdue and tame 

More favage monilers, of the human race* 

That nurft in violence, and deeds of (hame^ 

Where fury paffions lead. 

The wilder 'd paths of outrage tread. 

At firfl, the fatal darts were tried 

On wolves, that prowl by hurdled cote. 

Where fhepherds, with their flocks abide; 

Then madding Rhxcus and Hykeus fmote. 

And ilill, when ftrangers, and the helplefs maid^ 

And feeble orphans, cry for aid. 

Thou art not mindlefs of their cry j 

But, far and wide, thine arrows fly. 

The fruits of earth, and produce of the womb. 

Are blafted all ; 

Like withered leaves, the hardy ftriplings fall j 

And fires attend their oi&pring to the tomb. 

Thy prefence calls a bleiEng round. 
Abundant harvefts clothe the ground. 
"Hot uking airs, nor blight, nor coid^ 
Nor locufts, warping on the wind, 
Mock the labours of the hind^ 
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Or thiD the fold.— 

Where er thoa doft thine influence dart. 

It purifies the human heart. 

It chafes ev'ry low4)om aim. 

And each unworthy thought, and eVry fenfual flame. 

Domeftic bleffings crowd thy train. 

And public weal exults beneath thy ibber reign. 

Come holy pow'r, thine influence feeds 

The fteady principle of glorious deeds. 

Fair temp'rance, nurfe of rofeate health. 

And patient induftry, the fource of wealth. 

With thee delight to dwell ; 

And, call'd from foreft wild, and ungled dell. 

Aerial mounuin-top, or cavem'd cell, 

Abends the rufl:ic nymph, fweet liberty. 

Defert awhile thy fav'rite home. 

Benignant goddefs, come. 

Stooping from thy golden throne, 

'Till the foleran rites are done. 

Goddefs, come ; thy train demand 

A new companion, at thine h^nd. 

^The hymn Being ended^ Dione comes forward, 
Dio. I feel the myftic ftraln ; it penetrates 
My foul. I cpme, I come, chafte Artemis. 
No more delay the rites. I ftand prepared, 
To pour the due libation. From thy fphere. 
Look down propitious — ^Virgins of Meflene, 
Now, gaze your fill, if, in your penfl?e hours. 
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Ye wifh to keep this face and liDeaments, 
In fadly pleasM remembraoce ; for no more 
Shall ye behold the fifter of your youth. 
And let this lail embrace^ my father, feal 
The duty which thy child' has paid, thro' life, 
Submifs to thee. — DiftinguiftiM, as thou arty 
For ev'ry patriot virtue, 'mongft the chief 
Of brave Meflfenians. I have ever held 
Thine honoured name, my faireft ornament, 
3eyond attire, and wreaths and coftly gems^ 
And all that women prize. 

Arif. My noble child. 
Look round thee, on thefe walls, and'&nes, andtow'rs; 
Seats of th' immortal gods, revered abodes, 
pf thine illuftrious anccftry. — They fpeak. 
They hail thee foundrefs. — See, prefcrv'd by thee. 
The crowding myriads, matrons, (ires, and youths. 
And maids, and tender infants ; all, in hymns. 
Grateful, (hall chant thy praife, when to the gods 
They raife their voice, and eyes, and hearts, for blelTings. 

Phtl. Break off your rites ; nor, with a facrifice 
Unapt, unhallow'd, mock the heav'nly pow'rs. 
Not fuch Diana claims ; a virgin pure 
Muft expiate Ithbme. 

Epheb. Ra(h young man. 
Forbear ; left death, with fome new form of torture, 
Overwhelm thine impious head. O fearft thou not. 
Left virgin deity from the cold top 
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Of Taygetas defcendy with fudden fhaTti 
To fmite thy iacrilegc i 

Phil. No, heay'n be witnefs, 
I would not interpofe, with impiout aimj 
The feeble hand of frail mortality, 
'Twixt fate and its decree. What Paean bids^ 
Muft be perform'd ; but virgin Artemis 
Claims not a mother's blood. 

EupL What doft thou mean ? 
Sayil thou, a mother's blood ? 

PbU. 1 (hall unfold 
A tale, which only this aiHidlive feafon 
Could from my bofom wring. Know then, Meflenians j 
The plighted vows of love, from early childhood^ 
To fair Dione join'd me. When the growth 
Of manhood had enlarg'd the young defires. 
All that enlarg'd defire could crave, the growth , 
Of kindnefs yielded, and our perfonsjofn'd* 
As had our hearts before ; and we, indeedf 
In wedded union, were but one* 

j^rif. 'Tis falfe, 
A wicked calumny, from the wild tongue 
Of hot licentious youth, and a vain mind. 
By vainer hope mifled. — So may the gods 
Receive this precious offering, and remit 
The forfeit of the land, as my poor child 
In thought and deed is fpotlefs. I refute 
The tale of ilander thus, and to the gods {^HiJIati Diane. 
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Pour out untaiDted blood, a free libation. 

For thee, my country. Ye, fupernal pow'rs. 

Behold this gufhing blood,' how pure it ilowS| 

Ye, that can read the fecrets of the bearc.-^ 

Whatever high and foleran, ancient rites 

Of heav'n-taught worfhip know ; whatever great^ 

Awful, or venerable to the mind 

Jn aim or motive, thro- the boundlefs range 

Of human action lives ( I here atteft. 

That this myponyard, fmoaking with: the blood ' 

To me more precious than the wide world^s wealthy 

To Dian gives a virgin, be th' event 

My daughter's vindication ^ and Meifene, 

So" thrive, as (he is pure. 

Dso. This aa hath closed 
The long, long, courfe of thy parental love. 
Thanks for this blow, my (ire ; well haft thou weigh'4 
The merit of thy child, and vindicated 
From calumny unfounded. Sharper far 
Than thy keen fword, within my bread, I felt 
This young man's cruel words ; that would impute 
A charge of foul pollution. If a thought 
Of forrow could arife, to cloud the death 
Of her who laves her country, 'twere from this 
So barb'rous a6l, of him fo well belov'd, 
The brother of my youth, who read my foul. 
Who knew my wifhes, and their innocence,— 
It wants a name of cruel • 
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Pltil, Oh forgiTC 
The blafpheiDous afperfions of my love. 
And TaiD defire, that fondly caught at hope 
Of wrefting thee, by falfehood, from thy fate. 
Not the cafbdiao fprings, that baxhe the lips 
Of the pierian maids ; not foows, that reft 
Unfuon'd oo Rhodope, are clear and fpotlefs 
As thy pare nature The malignant founds 
My flanderous tongue hath utter'd, back recoil 
On my own head, like bold impieties 
Againft ch* immortal gods. 

jtrif. My darling child, 
I thank thee, that with noblenefs of mind, 
A fortitude divine, thou canft forgive 
The cruelty that vindicates thy fame. 
] love thee more than life. Th* all-feeing gods, 
To whom thy faultlefs (pirit fbon (hall wing 
Its ble^ed way, know, what my ipirit feels 
In lofiog thee. The blow, my fatal hand 
Aim'd at thy bofom, thrills thy father's heart. 
With fharper pang than thipe. My days to come 
Wil} prove a blsCnk, a dream of parted blifs. 
Thy pallid form, thus bleeding at my feet^ 
Shall evermore be prefcnt. Sweetefl bud, 
That promised golden fruit, and, had the gods 
Indulged thee length, of days, hadft dignified 
The foil that gave thee birth. Oh, loft for ever! 
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Dto. Ye guardian gods, that o'er Meflenc reign^ 
Accept this free libation of my blood ; 
I feel, it is the price of Ti(5lor3r, 
1 pour it on the laurels that adorn 
j Our warriors brows, and never (hall they fade. 

And chief, my father, on thy rev'^rend head, 
( Immortal, (hall they bloom. The gods, the gods. 

With care peculiar, guard thee. Philocles, 
Weep not ; nor turn afide thy face, nor droop, 
O'erwhelm'd with (hame ; the gods have thus decreed. 
The camp expedls thee ; hailen to the palms 
Referv'd for thee. Sparta fhall ^ite the duft. 
j *Tis paft, — 'tis done. — From woody Maenalus, 

I To meet thy vot'ry, come, thou virgin huntrefe ; 

^ 1 rife from earth.— Oh father I— Philocles ! [^She dhs^ 

Phil. Oh ftay, chafte virgin, I will follow thee I 
In death allied, ennobled, and complete ; 
Concord harmonious of our fates. One foul. 
One love, one forrow, one untimely tomb. 

[Philocles offers. to kUl himfelfy but ts prevented. 
Euph, Hold, rafh young man, what would thy frantic hand ? 
Thy life is not thine own ; the gods have lent it, 
' 7 hat thou mightft ferve them. For thy country's weal. 
Thy blood muft be expended ; not in burfls 
Of wild and fenfelefs fury. If thy being 
Is irkfbme to thee, honourable death, 
In battle waits thee. Haik, the trumpet calls ; 
Co feek the Spartan ; bid bioi (bare thy grief. 
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Thy fword, itt flamy cifcfes brandifti'd fo\in<!, 
Shall bid laconiau maids alid tilitxotiz matffil 
1 his corfe that bleeding lies. 

[^Andtodemus Jiands mmoveahle^ *wtth folded aritts, as loft in 
thought^ contemplating the body of Dione. — ^fter a long 
paufej he fpeah* 

Artf And is this all, 
Ye gods, that now remain^ of my EHofte ? 
Your will, and cruel Sparta, not her father. 
Have flain this Tirgm. Henceforth, I renotmcd 
All joys of life, and cheerful haunts of mdn. 
And yet not childlefs, while the memory, 
Th' illuftrious fame, of what thou haft atchievM^ 
For in my heart the fbretafte and affurance 
Of glorious vidory, purchased from the gods. 
By thy devoted blood, throbs prevalent : 

Lives in mefTenian bofoms ; thy renown, 
Thro' life, (hall be my child ; and, after death. 
My fole pofterity. When future maids 

Shall in their fongs, with timbrel and the dance, 

Refound thy praife ; and fay, 'twas fair Dione 

Redeemed our fires from fhame, our youth from bonds. 

From tyrant Sparta's rage, the fufF'ririg land. 
Phtl. Lead on. — Dione, may I fall in fight, 

A viftim to thy (hade ! — But, (hould the gods 

To life and fbrrow doona me, I (hall boaft 

To call thee mine j henceforth, my fole companion 
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Shall be thine image, fource of endlefs woe» 
Endlefs remorfe, and proudeft exultation.^-* 



EnteTy to them, /z Messenger. 

Eufh. What portends 

Thine eager hafte ? What bririgft thou from the camp ? 
Jkfe/f. The fpartan force comes on, in denfe array, 

So near advanced, that from their archery 

An iron (how'r within our rampart falls. 

With loud, acclaims, our foldiers call their king 

To lead them on to fight and vidlory. 

Phil, Lead on, o king, lead on to vi<ftory. 

A generous chilbefs tingles in my veins. 

Crowded from ev'ry part ; while the warm blood 

Marfhals its powV, within ray thrc^ing breafty 

To man the heart. 

^rif. Lead on ; I will not mourn 
My lofs with tears. No coTimion forms of grief 
Befit the child of old Ariftodemus. 
Nor fhaJl my daughter. poorly be content, 
Wixh common obfequies, which times of peace 
On vulgar death beftow. Sparta (hall mourn 
Her lofs in tears of blood ; and hecatombs 
Of gallant youths muil fall to footh her fhade.— 
Lead on, o king, lead on, to vi^ory ! 



[^Exeunt omnes. 



POSTSCRIPT. 



t MUST beg leave to fubjohi a few obfervations; on the forcgcAng 
dramatic poem. I know, it will not pleaTe the generality of readers; 
and therefore, J chooie to call it a dramatic poem, rattier than a play. 
] did not wiih to write a modem play ; nor did I make iuccefs on the 
fEage my objeA ; had that been the cafe, I fhould have adopted a fub- 
jtCtj nearer to moderm times and more conformable to modern man- 
ners ; for fuch are al^^ays more, popular, than plots dn^n from ancient 
hiftory. It may be afked,. why then feleA fuch a ftory ? I anfwer, my 
education and courfe of (hidies have formed me to a predilection for the 
biftory of Greece and, Rome, and, at this particular feaibn, dvery exam- 
ple of a brave people contending for freedom, and ftruggling againd in- 
^iiitt and tyranny, muft ftrike the underftanding and come home tQ 
the heart, with peculiar force.' 

If the foregoing fcencs fliould happen to pleaTe any readers, it #ill be 
the few, who have'formed their tafte, by an early acquaintance with 
the hiftory, -and a ftudy of the dramatic and epic poets of Greece and 
Rome, to relifli fimplicity, and reiinqui(h the labyrinth, of intrigue 
and the glittering. embarrafTments of love and honour ; neither the 
one, nor the other, of which could be retained, in a dramatic piece, 
founded on a greciaa ftory ; without aritaanifeft violation of the coftume. 
All the produftions of the ancient tragic mufe are diftinguiflied by the 
fimplicity of their conduA, and the almoft total abfence of love from 
the bufineis of the drdnia. I caA hardly cenfure the former circum- 
ftance, as a defeft, in thofe who have been our mafters in aimoft every 
branch of good writing ; the latter was a confequence of the fevere 
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manners of the ^imes, dnd the diftahce, at which the two ftxti were 
kept from each other. 

Many readers will think, that, in this poem, there occur too many 
allufions to ancient mythology atid tradition ; and acctiie mt of a 
pedantic afTeftation. 1 muft declare, that 1 had not any inten- 
tion of making a parade of learning ; I was imperceptibly betrayed 
into fome of them and fome of thetn I fuppofed neceflkry, to give the 
proper colouring to the dialogue, and to prefefvethe manners of the 
times. As to the fubje£l of this poem, it is no doubt horrible. — A hu- 
man facrificc,i-and, not only a human facrifice, but thevi£lim is a young 
and beautiful virgin, and a father plunges the ponyard in the bofom of 
his own oiFspring. I may plead, in defence of my choice of this fub- 
jfcft, that the facrifice of IpMgenia was a favourite theine with the 
dramatic poets of antiquity; that the event, which I commemorate, really 
took place, if we give credit to hiftory ; a circumftance that adds proba- 
bility to the drama ; and that it is eminently calculated to excite the 
. emotions of terror and pity. In addition to thefe confiderations, I 
beg to remind the reader, that, to judge fairly of any dramatic 
-production, we (hould, for a moment, drop our own charaOcrs, and 
tranfport ourfelves^ into thofe of the pcrfonages exhibited before^ us. 
We are not to confider, how an human facriBce would appear, at the 
dofe of the eighteenth century ; but to recur back to the remote times 
of paganifmjwhenfuch an aft was fuppofed to be a foUmn and merito- 
rious exertion of religious zeal, and the awful means of delivering a peo- 
ple from the calamities of war, famine, and pedilence, at prefent, and 
from the yoke of an enraged and cruel enemy, in future. So much, .for 
the probability of the ftory which is the ground- work of Meflene Freed, 
Still, it muft be admitted, however, that there is fomething dreadful 
^in the idea of an human facrifice : 1 allow it ; and was Co fenfible of it, 
that I endeavoured to ibften the ferocity, of fuch a {pelade, by turn- 
ing the attention of the reader, from the aft itfjrlf, to the motives. I 
have reprefented both the father and the daughter, as inflamed, at 
once, with religious, and political enthudarm ; motives fufficient to ac- 
count for the moft extraordinary ^fts , and, at laft, the father does not 
inflift the mortal blow, which deprives his darling child of exiftence^ 
until he is agitated by the influence of fudden rage ; at the falfe and dif- 
graceful imputations, thrown out by Philocles. 
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> Til the foregoing drama, I have obTenred the three tmities of adion,-— 
time, — and place. As to the' a6Hon ;— the fable does not prefeiEt a fe» 
ries of events happening one after another, but a fingle event, pro- 
duced by means of others. The fubjeO of Me^ne Freed is one, and 
(imple ; the death of Dione, by the hand of her father, which is fup- 
poied to propitiate the gods, and to redeem Meilene from impending 
^eftru^ion ; the (hare, which Antbemoe, her father, and mother, the 
]^rie(lefs of Juno, and Philocles take in the progrefsof the drama, arc 
»ot diftin^l events, or epifodes, but neceflary fubordinate parts of a 
whole, being fo pcrfeftly incorporated with the main a^on, as the in* 
diTpenfable means by which it is produced, that they do not violate 
Its unity. The reader will perceive that I have been attentive to ; 

conne£t the fcenes throughout this drama ; a precaution which is de- 
manded by nature and probability ; and which, notwithftanding, is fre- 
quently neglected by modern makers of plays, becaufe it certainly re- 
quires fome additional trouble. I have impofed on myfelf the rigid 
law of endeavouring, in each fcene, to give a reafon, for the entrances 
and exits of the feveral aAors. 

1 have likewife preferved the unity of time. I do not mean, that I 
have ftri^ly confined the time of a^ion, to that of the rcprcftntation ; 
b?at, I have preferved the unity of time, in the more Fiberal acccptatiofl 
of the illuftrious Comeille and his commentator.—" If tns cannot in- 
clude the a£lion within two hours, let us take four, fix, ten ;*-prof i- 
dfed, wc do not pafs the bounds of tWenty-four." And Voltaire fays, 
he entirely agrees with Corneille. The action of Meflene Freed is per- 
fe^iy within the bounds prefcribed ; it is included, between fim-rife 
and fun-fet. — In the morning, the proceffion of virgins takes place, I 

Philocles returns from the camp, and Tifis communicates the delpliic 
oraiclc. In coniequence of the tremendous refponfc of the deity, pre- \ 

p&rations are made for appointing', by lot, and offering up to Diana the 
virgin who (hould make atonement for the land ; this muft take place 
immediately after the arrival of Tifis, for we cannot fuppofe, that « 
nieafureof fnch public utility, and which promifed relief, from the ge- 
neral calamity, would be poftpohed a fingle moment. Some delay, 
however, muft be cnufed by the making provifion for ceremonies and 
ritfes of ftich importance ; time muft be allowed, for decking the fhrines 
and altars, enrobing the priefts, aflembling the chorifVers, and prepar- 
ing tlie urn and a competent number of tablets, infcrlbed with the. 
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names of the virgins fprung from ^pytus. All this will allow time 
fufficient, for the converfations of Philodes, with Dione, and his fifter,' 
and with Ariflodemus ; and for thofe, between Lyfifcus, Tecmcfla, and 
Alcander, Alcander may be Aippofed, to have reached Ithome, about 
noon ; Philodes who returns, in obedience to the injunctions of Arifto- 
demus, td the camp, having reached it, early enough, to fend offhis 
friend before the news of the delphic oracle had tranfpired to the army. 
Alcander, now, makes a very ftiort ftay at Ithome ; for, having learned 
the dreadful tendency of the, oracle, and the perilous Htuation of Ly- 
fifcus, and his family, as being of the line of ^pytus, he inilantly fets 
out for the purpofe of apprizing his friend, of thefe alarming particulars. 
Meantime, the ceremony of drawing lots takes place ; and the facrifice 
is poftponed, by the intervention of Tecmcfla and the prieflefs of Juno. 
All this happens, fome hours before clofe of day ; and allows fufHcient 
time, for the two laft afts ; in which Euphaes again convokes the mef- 
fenian fenate, — Ariilodemus freely offers his daughter, as a viftim for 
the community,— Dione learns her unexpected doom. — her lover an4 
his friend return, from the camp, in difguife, — the facrifice commences, 
—and Philodes, forgetting his virtue in his paffion, by his unworthy in- 
terference, precipitates the fate of her he loves. The only confiderable 
paafes in the action are between the fecond and third, the third and 
fourth, and the fourth and fifth afts; and even thefe need not be very 
long; an hour for each would be abundantly fufficient. In fiiort, the whole 
action may be very commodioufly comprized, as I have faid, between iun 
rife and fun-fet. It may not be amifs, to remind the reader that the 
meflenian territory was very fmall; and that the camp is fuppo- 
fed to be only a few miles diftant from Ithome, the capital of the (late ; 
- fo that a perfon might pafs to and fro, more than once, in the courfe of 
the day, without any inconvenience. 

The unity of place, alfo is obferved ; for the whole aCtion is iiippofed 
to pafs, either in the temple of Apollo, or that of Diana adjoining it. 
Note, thefe ftruCtures were fupported on rows of columns, and open to 
the view on all fides ; or in a confecrated grove, or a large area, conti- 
guous to the temples ; fo that, every part of the fpace afiigned for the 
fcene of aCtion might be taken in at once by the eye of the fpcCtator, 
in a theatre of adequate fize, and with fccnery properly conftruCted, 



ROSMUNDA; 



DAUGHTER'S REVENGE, 



TRAGEDY. 



ARGU M E NT. 



CUNIMUNDUS had fcarce afcended the throne of the G^pida^ 
when, reviving foroc ancient claims on the Lombards with which 
they refufed to comply, be ajQTembled a great army, entered the 
country of the Loxnbards, and committed there unheard of ravages. 
On the other hand, Albolnus, h^iviog drawn together a no lefs nume- 
rous army, reiblved to put the whoLe to the ilTue of a battle ; which 
Cunimundus not declining, thj two>armies engaged with a fury not to 
be exprefled. The vi£Vory continued long doubtful ; but, in the end, 
the GepidsB were put to flight, and purfucd by the viftorious Lombards 
with fuch flaughter, that fcarce one was Ipft alive, Alboinus killed 
Cunimundus with his own hand ; and, cutting off his head, turned his 
fkuU into a cup, called, by the Lombards, fchala, and, by the Latins, pa- 
tera. This fchala or cup he ever afterguards ufed, at all public banquets 
or entertainments. After this victory, the Lombards feifed on all Da- 
<!ia, obiiging the Gepidae either to fubmit to them, or retire elfewhe re. 
Thenceforth, they had no king of their own, but lived in fubjcftion 
either to the Lombards, who were mafters of their country, or to the 
princes of the neighbouring nations, efpecially the Huns fettled in Pan- 
nonia. 

Alboinus afterwards married Rofamund, the daughter of Cunimun- 
dus, which made the GepidaE bear the yoke more patiently. After 
this, the Lombards altifted Narfes in delivering Italy from the yoke of 

"the Goths ; and, during the reign of Juftinian, continued faithful to their 
engagements with the Romans. On the death of that emperor, Narfes 
was difgraced, and, in revenge, invited the Lombards into Italy, Al- 
hoinus, with a large army, and an infinite multitude of followers, in- 

. vaded that country, and made a rapid progrefs, fo that in the courfe of 
the third campaign, he made himfelf mafter of Milan, the capital of 
Liguria." On the reduction of Milan, the Lombards with joyful accla- 
mations, proclaimed Alboinus king of Italy, lifting him up upon a fhicld, 
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la the mtdft of the anny, sccording te the enftom «f their nation, and 
preienting him with a lance, which among them was the enfign of 
foyalty. 

Alboinus having reduced many other cities of Italy, at length march- 
ed into Umbria, and made him^e^f mafter of Spoleto, which he made 
the metropolis of Umbria ; and, erecting the city and its territory into a 
dukedom, appointed Feroaldus, whom he dignified with the title of 
duke, governor, of that diftri^t. 

From Umbria, Alboinus marched to the (iege of Pavia, which, at 
length, furrendered, after it had held out three years and fbme months. 
As this was a city of great ftreogth, Alboinus and his'fucceflbrs chofe it 
for the place of their relidence, whence it became the metropolis of the 
kingdom of the Lombards. 

Alboinus, now mafter of great part of Italy, refolved to eftabliih 
peace and good order throughout the countries he had already reduced, 
before he made any further conqueds, but he was in the mean time 
(lain by the treachery of his wife. 

The •ccafion of this atrocious a£l was as follows. As the king was 
one day feafling at Verona, with his chief favourites and principal offi- 
cers, in the height of his mirth he Tent for the queen, and, filling the de- 
tefted cup, commanded her to drink merrily with her father. Ro{a- 
mund, ftruck with horror, hurried out of the room, and determined to be 
revenged. Accordingly, (he immediately difcovered her intention to 
]H[elmichlld, the king's ihield-bearer, a youth of great boldneis and intre- 
pidity. Hebnichild peremptorily refufed to embrue his hands in the 
blood of his fovereign, till he was, by a (hamcful (Iratagem, forced by 
the queen to a compliance. She, knowing that he carried on an in- 
trigue with one of her ladies, placed herfelf in her bed, and received the 
cmbracesof the youth, which having done, Ihe difcovered herfelf to 
the deceived lover, and told him, he mufl now either put the king to 
death, or be put to death by him. Helmichild, well apprifed, that, 
after what he had done, his fafety depended on the death of the king, 
engaged in the treafon, which he otherwife abhorred. One day, there- 
fore, while Alboinus was repcfing in his chamber after dinner, Helmi- 
child, with fome others, breaking in uncxpedcdly, fell on the king 
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with- their daggers. Alboinus, at their firft coming in, ftarted up, and 
laid hold of his fword, which he had always l)/ him ; ' but the queen 
had previoufly faftened it in the fcabbard, and he attempted in vain to 
draw it ; he defended himfelf for fome time with a foot-ftool ; but was 
in the end oyerpowered and difpatched with many wounds. See the 
Hiftory of the Lombards, in the i8th. volume of the o^avo edition of 
the Ancient Univerfal Hiftory.. Gibbon, alfo, has related thefc trahf^ 
a£tions, in his florid rhetorical manner, with many embeUiibments and 
graces. - . 



PERSONS OF THE DRAMA- 



MEN. 



Albinus, King of the Lombards. 

AsTOLPHO, his Favourite. 

Fer ALDUS, a General in the army of Albinus. 

Comrade, an Officer in the army of Albinus. 

Ingulpbus, an £cclefiaftic. 

BoviNDS, a Domeftic of Rofmunda. 



\ 



WOMEN. 



Wife to Albinus, and dau^tcr to Valomir, 



RosMUKDA. c King of Gcpidse, flain by Albinus. 

Adelaide, attendant on Rofmunda, and privately married to Aftolpho. 
Clotilda, an attendant. 

Conspirators, Guards, and Attendants, &c. 

The Scene lies at Pavia. 



ACTL SCENE L 

Tie Palace of Albinus. 

AsTOimo and Aoslaiok. 

Adelaide. 

I KNOW not why I fear — this myftery, — 
As tho' the hallow'd ad that joinM oar hands 
Were fomewhat criminal ! — Shrouded obicure 
In darkling clouds, and ihiy'ring with the dampf 
Th' unwholefome damp, of night ; the hollow found 
Of our own fteps, redoubled thro' the ailes, 
Difmay'd our confcioiis hearts. Sole harbingef 
To guide our feet, the fading ftar of morn ; 
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Sole bridal hymn, the cock's fhrill matin foog; 
Sole offering at the fhrine, my ftreamiDg tears. 

Jtfid. Wrong not our love, with fach de^ndipg thoughts* 
What tho' the circumftance and pag^ntry. 
That vulgar fouls delight, and vulgar nuptials • 
Adorn, were wanting ; the long liv'ry'd train. 
The waving banner, and the white-rob'd prieft. 
Tapers and incenfe : — ^yet the nobler pomp 
Of harmoniz*d affedions, chafte defires. 
And mutual thoughts, re^ofive, each to each 
Attended ; and a tuneful choir, in heav'n. 
Our hymeneal fung. 

AdeL By one pale lamp. 
That feebly glimmer'd thro' the vaulted dome. 
The haggard prieft, fcarce feen» ftood at the altar ; 
With low and trembling tones, and mutter'd hafte. 
He hurry'd o'er the nuptial rite, and feem'd 
At his own whifpers fcar*d ; for oft he look'd 
Behind, awc-ftruck ; and, when he (hould have giv'n 
7 he marriage benedidion, his voice fail'd ; — 
Falt'riog, his accents dy'd away, and left 
The bleffing incomplete. 

jiJioL From human tongue 
Needlefs the bleifing ; for the god of truth 
Will bid the dew of bleffings, from on high, 
Rain on our heads. — This privacy thop knowft, 
Alike unworthy of our noble blood, - 
Pur breeding, and our honourable love : — 
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By ftern ncceiEty enforc'd, to fhun 
The vengeailce of the queen. 

^del. Still in tbefe ears 
Refbund her threats; that fhould we join our handsy 
Hef'prohibition fcorn'di no place on earth 
So diftant or obfcure, but her revenge 
. Should feek us there^ and plunge- in mifery. 

jffioL Nor will her threats be :eain j therefore, my love. 
Let us conform with patience to our ftate ; 
The period may be (hort. 

jtdel. Thy will is mine. 
Conceal me, where thou wilt. — ^Yet *tis moft ftrangc. 
That we, fole objeAs, fhould be ilngled out 
To meet and feel a temper in the queen 
Moft foreign from her bent, by hear'n defign'd 
For works of peace and mercy ; day feems (hort 
For her beneficence ; night falls unwelcome. 
To ftop the talk of bleffing. 

Jfioi. Beaflur'd, 
No light caprice, but deep deliberate aims. 
Urge her to thwart our union, and 'twill need 
Our utmoft caution and r^ferve to fhun 
Her watchful jcaloufy.T- Awhile remain 
Attendant on the queen. — The fliades of night 
Dearer to me than morning's pureft ray. 
Shall bear me to thine arms. 

^del. And muft 1 go ?-— - 



To meet Co fcldom I — ^I who fied do joy 
From thee diyided. 

jffiol. Oh, my Adelaide, 
Muft I then fend thee fitmi me !-*-Bat oar cooTeiie 
Might wake fufpicioii ; and th' abode of kiogt 
Is De!er exempt from fpies and wfatip^ers. 
I hear the king approach.— Farewell my love. 

AdtL Farewell — farewelll— when eveaing (preads her ihadesi — 
Thou knowfb the gallery bedde my chamber— 

My lord I my hufband ! 

C^wff Adelaide^ 

jifioL Every blelTed powV IMing qftar her* 

Proteft and guard thee.-^Now, my foul^ be Bim^ 
Unaw'd by menaces^ to blandiflimenta 
Superior hold thy ioyaky imftaio'd. 



SCENE II. 

Trumpets found, — The fcene opens to a magtuficent haU. — Enters 
to hintf A LB IN us, ivtih Fer ALDUS, CoMRADJE, and other 
Ojjicersy as from a review of the Lombard army. 

Feral Oh 'twas a glorious pageant, brare Aftolpbo, 
Would thou hadft feen our bands, in what array 
n hey paft before their king. 
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JftoL A force they are 
To fubjugate the world, beneath aJeader^ 
L.ov'd and heroic, like our great Albiinjs. 

jfl^n. Too mach of blood thi? fword hath iaaific'd 
To the ftern powers of war ; 'tis now my care. 
To 'ftablifh rigid order, and retrain 
The hand of violence ; in leagnes of peace 
And mutual faith> and bleiled an»ty 
To join my fubjedls ; that this goodly realm) 
Prize of my valour, may by wifiiom thrive^ 
Tiv& of italian ftates. 

Con. Thou fhouldft remember 
Whofe blood was drain'd, whofe fliatter'd frames were pierc'd 
With wounds on wounds, to win for thine ambition 
This glorious prize. — And what is our. reward ? 
Injuftice and negleft corrode our fame. 
As eating ruft ouf fwords. 

jiUfin, I warn thee, Conrade, 
Diipel the clouds that menace on thy brow. 
And learn fubmifHon, when thy king is near. — 
I heed" not, I, — ^thy haughty looks, thy vaunts. 
I know, retir'd in proud obfcurity 
And dangerous privacy, on venom'd thoughts • 
And noxious fchemes you feed, and then come forth 
More fatal than the viper.— I (hall teach thee 
A leflbn of refpeft ; and in the duft 
Trample the vanity that thus forgets 
Thine humble value, and thy lowly ^ace. 
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Cott. And why (hould royal bounty, like the fun 
And dews of heaven, fall indifcriminate 
On worthy and unworthy ? 

jUMn. Falfe the charge. 

My fbldiers are my brethren, all engage 
My care, partake my bounty, and, if juft 
Themfelves, fliould own my juiUce ; for my eye 
Fails not to mark, my thoughts to efBmate, 
My lib'ral hand to pay, and overpay, 
Defert of every kind, but, firft and chief. 
The (bldier's merit. — Thou, Feraldus, bear 
Dominion o'er fair Umbria's wealthy plains. 
And proud Spoleto's tow'rs ;— -on thee, Aftolpho, 
That thou mayfl ftill be near us, I confer 
Supreme command within the citadel. 
Conrade, henceforth avoid us, for thy pride 
Hath made thee hateful in thy mpnarch's Eght ; 
And learn to know thy value and thy place. 

[£x/> Albinus. 



SCENE. III. 

AsTOLPHO, Feraldus, and Conradi. 

Con» Full well I know my value and my place ; 
Know and will &11 it ; for I was not form'd 
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For ftation fubakern, ?eo titwfch uhiroticM 
A cypher in the fu» of royalty, 
Myfelf unvilucd^ td givie jiower to others. 
If monarchy look for fervice and allegiahce. 
Let them be juft, with equitable hand 
Difcriminate their bounty, and re^td 
Who fefves them worthily, 

^Jlol. And were our duty 
And our allegiance doubled, could they pay 
Our debt of gratitude ? — Hath not Alteus 
From freezing climes, and an ungrateful foil, 
The Lombards led, and giv'ti them nanae arid being, 
A noble nation, oh the teeming plains 
Of far-fam'd Italy ?— -So fix'd his pOw'r, 
Nor foreign levy, nor domcftic treafon 
May reach his quiet ftate, which in fhort fpice, 
Such is his wifdom^ for ftability 
May vie with antietit .thrones. 
Con. Some hearts there are^ 
That feel like ihinc, and know, that fovereigns 
Live for their fubje(as, not themfelves done ; 
Their tenure juftice and beneficence. 
By which they hold their fceptre, — that tie loft 

Feral, Conrade forbear, for thefe feditious founds 
Thy fov'reign injure not, but on thy head 
May draw perdition ; —in our friendly ears 
They reft fecure, l)ut others to the king 
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May bear them amplify'dy and added fud 
Inflame his kindled rage, till it confume thee. 

jffioL Unboughty unbrib*d my faith. — No injarie^ 
Coold make me fwerre from duty to Albina$. 
No, were it pofTible that he could prove 
Unjuft or cruel, my firm loyalty 
Would erery wrong fuftain, and contumely ; 
Nor from his fervice fhrlnk. 

Con. Such language fuits 
-A. thriving courtier, and a monarch's ear. 
No doubt, will gladly hear it ; but the foldier 
Muft feel his wrongs, and fhould occafion fervc. 
Will write them with his fabre. — King Albinus I 
What title hails him king of Lorabardy 
But free eledlion of the conquering hoft, 
His inftrument of poVr ? — The fuffragcs 
That made him monarch, may the grant rcfume. 

j^oL If valour, wifdom, and each princely virtue, 
Merit dominion, and the Lombard crown 
Were yearly, monthly, daily, drawn in queftion, 
By fuffrage of the camp ; Unrivaird fliil 
Would great Albinus reign. The foldier's voice 
Unanimous would hail him king, as when 
High on a (hield uprais'd our valiant cohorts 
Bore him above their heads, and to his hand. 
In fign of domination, gave the lance, 
With acclamations louder than the burft 
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Of many waters from the riven fide 
Of cavern 'd mountains . 

Feral. Soft, behold our queen 
The fad Rofinunda comes ; her beauteous eye . 
Drops ceafelefsy as the iparry-fretted roof 
Of fbme chill cavern. Dance and tournament 
Can boail no charms for her ; and flill (he feems 
To fuffer, not partake the gen'ral mirth. 
That plays around, and in her whole demeanour 
The downcad: looks of mild contrition wears. 



SCENE ly. 

EnteTy to theniy Rosmunda, She looks atterUively at Astolpho, 
and Jpeids qfide* 

Rof. Oh gracious noble form ! — And can it be. 
That flcrn Rofmunda's bofom, which the hand 
Of mifery hath fear'd, affords a fpot 
For tender fympathy ? And can thofe eyes 
Satiate with horrors, can they find on earth 
Objedl of pleafure ?— :Clbtild take this.purfe — 
Diflribute half among the wounded foldiers ; 
With reverential pity I behold 
The veteran's glorious fears, — ^with tlie other half 
The weary palmers glad* whofe pious feet 



Have trac'd the foil, wherein the lord of life 
Was laid, for man's redemption* 

jitUn. 'Tis perform'd. 

Rofn Go then, and wait me at my oratory, 
Soon will the facring bell to velpers call. 

X^Exit Attendant. 
Thanks to religion's pretext, it hath gain'd me, 
Some refpite from the tyrant's hateful bed.— X.^^ 

Oh pardon me, good friends, if my rude grief 
Infenfible to earthly things, hath faii'd 
In courteous language, and the fair obfenrance 
Due to your noble rank and high deferts. 

Feral, Hail queen and fovereign, whofe refiftlefs charms 
Unparagon'd, no lefs than royal birth. 
Claim univerfal fway ; the noblefl empire ; 
Dominion over hearts. 

Rof. Ill fuited founds, — [^qftde. 

Sovereign and queen, — to me a wretched captive. 
Thefe royal ornaments feera galling' chains ; 
And every circumftance of pomp around 
An infult, mockery, and (ad memento 
To tell me what I was, and what I am ; — 
A being comfortlefs, from earthly things 
Eftrang'd ; my fole employment, eve and morn. 
The folemn office for departed fouls 
Whom the remorfelefs fword to their lall audit 
Untimely fcnt, but chief for thee, my father, 
Good venerable king. — Wo, wo, the day 
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That faw thy flaughter'd corfe^ and left me here 
To burthen hated earth, a wretched thraU. — 
Feraldus, Conrade, pardon me, awhile^ 
Somewhat of import to our common fovereigo 
Lies near my vheart, and claims Aftolpho's ear. 

Feral. We leave your majefty.— May bounteous hear'n^ 
With every blelling crown your royal head. 

\Exeunt Feraldus and Conrade. 



S C E N E V. 

RosMU»i>A and Astolpho. 

Rof. Oh mockery of pray V ! — I muft not know \afide. 

BIciling, or good, or quiet. — I have feen' 
My country wafted ; all the palaces 
Where my forefathers had in gtory reign*d, 
Belov'd in peace and terrible in war, 
Stain'd with the blood of thofe old faithful fervants, 
Whofe arms had borne me ^in* my infancy. — 
Down foft emotion y, — ^let far other thoughts 
Inform my tongue. — Aftolpho, well tliou knowft- 
Why thus I feck thy conver(e. — Haft thou weigh'd 
My former fpeeches ?— Didft thou know thyfelf, 
Thy genVous nature and intrepid heart 
A fceptre challenge. — Some receive from heav'n 
Imperial lineage ; which is oft disjoin'd 
From royal virtues ; others arc endowed 
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With royal rif tucs, and dominion win, 

And wear it nobly, — Wouldft thou wear a crowOr 

'Tis now within thy grafp. 

jlJloL I know the ftrcight 
To which thy fpeech would lead. — I muft betray thcc^ 
Or (lain my loyalty by guilty filence. 
But tempt no more the reverential pity. 
Due to thy fcx, thy beauty, and thy tears. — 
Thy forfeit life— 

Rof, And kindneis ^twere to take it. 
A tiiTue 'tis of matdilefs ftiifery ; 
Each thread furpaiHng other, in th^ huef 
Of dire calamity.-"©eath were but rcfty 
A gentle (lumber in the lap of peape.— 
Yet, would it grieve my fpirit to depart 
Without revenge obtain'd ; — that only thought 
Detains roe lingering here. — I do not veil 
My thoughts from thee, or fear that thou fhouldft aft 
Th' informer's hated part. Thy noble mind 
And gallantry would fcorn to bring to death 
A woman and a queen, and fiill more awful 
Reftr^int on thee, a wretch moil miferable. 

JjloL The power of fex and beauty', and more ftrong. 
As thou haft truly faid of mifery, 
Have hitherto reftrain'd ray lips ; but know 
My fpirit flu(Sluates now, 'twixt tendernefs ' 
For thee, and pity for thy wofiil lot, 
A^d duty to my king, whofe bounteous hand 



Hath plac'd me high, and made me, what I am. 
He binds me to him, by the iacred ties 
Of boundlefs confidence and friendfhip, fuch 
As rarely bides in courts, and lores to dwell 
With equals in degree.— ^Is not his life 
Confided to my care i 

Rof. I needs muft praife 
Thine elevated notions, tho* they blaft 
My dearefl profpedts. — Ne'er did I refort 
To thee, as to the bafe and vulgar mind, 
With fordid motives ; nor have led thee on, 
Thro' hints circuitous, to read the purpofe 
Of my dark thoughts, but to thine honefl foul 
My life entrufted, and my deareft hopes. 
^ JfioL I own the facred power of-confidence.— 
Protected by the name of gueft, my foe 
Should ftand befide my board, or to my ear, 
In confidence, commit the mighty fecret. 
On which his' being hangs ; althb' his fword 
Had pierc'd my father's bofom. 

Rof, Didft thou mean 
To rend my heart with recolledlions dire ? 
As tho' I could forget f— A father's bofom f 
Oh ne'er fliall I forget Albinus' form 
All black and grim, with duil and clotted gore. 
Matted with dreaming gore hung his long hair. 
Or curl'd, like venom'd fcrpents, round his head- 
His right hand held a fword, that dropt with bloody 
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The blood that fills thofe veiiM ;-r-aiKl. in his kft» 
The fingers twiAed in the hoary fecks. 
He bore my father's head, the comely features 
Diftorted with the agooies of death. 
Before my feet, he threw my fethcr's. head^ 
And the dire falchion reeking with his gore ;— 
Hideous with flaughter, in his mailed arnu 
He crufh'd my trembling frame. 

' JJIoL Why wilt thQu dwell 
On thefe black images ? — The heat of battle 
Had chafd his noble blood ; but, from that hour 
His love hath made atouement. 

Rof. Oh profane, not 
The facred name of love. — Atonement, ftyft thou ?— 
Love for Albinus.!— better, mightft thou fay. 
Vultures and eagles love, when they engender. 
With fcreams terrific, or the wolf and pard, 
Or fliaggy lion ; \vheTi brute, inftindt goads. 
To whet their fangs, and woo their brides in blood; 
To his hated bed by force he bore me. — He — 
The murderer of my fire, — a captive queen. 

JJkL His kindnefs fince. — 

Rof. Infulting cruelty 
Hath been his kindnefs fince.— Oh could mine eyes ^ 
Have kill'd like bafiliiks, an inftant vengeance 
Had feiz*d the murderer.— 'Tis thro' thee alone 
I hope for vengeance. 
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jffloL 'Twere in me difloyal 
To liften to fuch words. Reprels thy hopes 
Of waq)iDg my firm faith. — This orb of day 
Shall in his orient chambers fink to refl: 
Ere I forfake my pljghited fe%Itjy. lExit Aftolpho. 



SCENE VI. 
RosMUNDA alone, 

Rof. Oh when was virtue lodg'd within a manfion 
So worthy, of the gueft !-— Oh beauteous form 
Adom'd with ev'ry grace, and fairer mind: 
Endowed with all perfedion i — Noble youth. 
Why art thou arm'd i» virtuous panoply, • 
Superior to temptation ? — Gpod Aftplpho> 
Lend me thine arm, give mp but ample, venge;^ncc, 
And I will be thy bood-flave,. to thy wiU 
Submifs and unrepining* v Feed my foul 
With ample vengeance, and the fccret flapic* 
Whofe fubtle vapour blafted all thy hopes, 
Extindl in blood, bo more fhall inlierpofe 
*Twixt thee, and union wit4i thine Adelaide. — 
Something muft b^ devifed.-r Without hfs ai4 
Vain, vain my hopes. — His ft%tion.in the pal^ce^ 
As armour-bearer, gives him fole. command 
Of all th' approaches to^ the. tyrants chamber. 



;h 



ACT IL SCENE I. 

Jtn Apartment in the Palace of Albinus. 

AlBINUS OTui ROSMUNDA. 

Albinus. 

It is not well, Rofmunda, thy fad looks 

And tears are caluqrmies ; they taint my fame' 

As king and hufband. — Know, that I (hould deem tt 

Reproachful to me, were there a fad heart 

In all my Lombardy, and i had pow'r 

To cheer the fufF'rer. — Look not thus, 1 pray thee.— « 

Say', (hall the pretext of devout obfervancc 

For ever hold thee from my longing arms ? 

Rof. Tell me how I (hould look; if thou canft tell. 
How children look on thofc that kill their parents. 
Tell me how I (hould look, if thou canft tell, 
How wretched females look, when brutal force 
Compels the loath'd embrace. — ^Tdl, if thou canft. 
How the furvivor of a race extindt 
Should view the ravager, and the deftroyer. 
That laid her country wafte, and fwept her people 
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From the fair face of earth.— My countenance 
Retains the fad impreflion, which thy deeds 
Have deeply printed ; and my lonely pray'rs 
Id mediation for the fpirits rife 
Of thofe whom thou haft butcher'd. 

ABin. Ceafe Rofmunda« 
Left boiling wrath (hould overwhelm my love.— r 
Thy father fleeps in peace. — The Gepidae, 
Who drew their fwords againft me, are at reft. 
So fleep and reft thy woes — What 1 have done 
Is paft. — I haply now (hould bear myfelf 
In different guifc ; for I have learn'd to value 
The gentle arts of peace, and feel the fweets 
Of foft relentings, and domeftic joys. 

Rof. Would thou hadft known them fooner ! 
jilbin. By peaceful offerings would I expiate 
The pangs I made thee fufFer^ but thy heart 
Is like the rock, obdurate. 

Rof. Like the rock, 
The flinty parent of perennial fprings, 
It fhall fupply the never-failing fource 
Of grief and chill defpair. 

JOAn. Thou art unjuft. — 
Have I employed the tone of ftern command, 
Or croft thy pleafures ? — No, my wakeful cares, 
Oft, when thou flepft, have worn the night away 
In fchemcs to pleafc thee.^ — Leave thy pious rites. 
And fruitlefs oraifons for parted (hades, 
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And let mc woo thee Hke a virgio bnde» 
Be this our nuptial day* 

Rof, From death's dark hoole 
Call up my fire, aud I will praife thy care ; 
Be that thy nuptial prefent ta thy bride. 
Make me forget I am a wretched captive 
Bereft of earthly joy» and hope^ aod peace. 
By thy fell hand, and I will praije thy We* 

Mb'm. Tempt not my fiery nature-^l have borne 
Thy (harp reproaches^ tho' like barbed' pointy 
1 hey rankle in nay bofom ; but beware ; 
Attire thy face in fmiles, and meet my Iotc, 
And deck thy (bul in bridal ornaments. 
Complacency and joy ; left my fierce \^ratb 
Awake, to curfe thee with a cruehy. 
More ftudied than my kindnefe. Love for thee 
Hath footh'd my rugged nature to a ibftnefe 
Moft ftrange and alien ; that with wonder ftruck 
I contemplate myfelf; that love extindt, 
Tremble at what may follow. My warm foul 
Cannot be neuter ; it muft lidve or hate. 
Between them chufe^ and take th' according' boon^ 

[J^iKi/.Albinus. 

Rof. Oh give me death, and 1 will call thee kind> 
But Conrade comes ; his overweening pride 
Arid fiery difcontent, by apt incitement, 
May work for my revenge. — Moft welcome Conrade. 
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SCENE 11. 

RosMUNDA and Conrad£. 

Con. Wherein' may the deipis'd and worthlefs Conrade, 
A wretch rtoft abje<5t, To my fovereign deems, 
Whofe fentence hone gainfay, deferve the founds 
Of gracious kindnefe, or th* enlivening glance 
Of favour from his queen ? 

Rof. Thy valour, Conrade, 
Exceeds all praife ; and I have wonder'd oft, 
That thy reward hath fall*n fo (hort, compared 
With thy deferving ;— but ^is ftill the lot 
Of modeft i)7otth, and plaifi humility ; 
And filken gilded infefts eat the grain, 
The vetVan's fword hath reap*d. — Sotae would repine, — 
But time hath rec'onciPd thee to neglect. 
And thou canfl bear it with ^ faintly patience. 

Con, I may notboaft the rtionkifli virtues mine, 
Forbearance meek^ and dull humility ; 
Nor have 1 fchooPd myfelf, to grow familiar 
With wrongs and contumelies, or to crouch 
And kneel fubmiflive, like the patient camel. 
To court oppreffion. 

Rof, Umbria's mighty chief 
Grateful will own, thy meekly gen'rous foul 
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Contemns diftindllon, and in modeft filence 
Retires from view, conipiring with thy king 
To give ioferiors place. 

Con. Oh (pare thy taunts. — 
Efteem me not the tame and paiEve thing 
Spurn 'd with impunity. — Haply Albinus . 
Forgets his tutor in the trade of war ; 
Or thinks the fword, which traced his path to glory. 
Sleeps in the fcabbard ; — he may yet be tought 
A di£''rent lefTon ; tho' his fiibtlc minions ; — 
Feraldusy and Aflolpho were opposed. — 
Feraldus, — Umbria's chief, — my patience praife ! 
Oh he (hall know !- — before his partial lord, — 
£v'n to his beard will I proclaim myfelf 
His better in the field.— With voice more juft, 
The world might praife thy patience. — Thou haft fecn 
Thy father butchcr*d 5 yit, in wedded union, 
Liv'ft with his murderer ; tho' ev'ry plain 
. With poifon teems, and earth's dark womb with fteel. 
Canft fmile befide him at the feaft, and quaff 
The racy vintage ; — from what bowl ?— And join 
In triumph o'er thy fire. 

Rof. Detefted thought ! 
No, 1 would fooner lance tbefe pjirple veins ; 
And, ftreaming hot, drink the dire beverage. — 
What triumph o'er my fire ! 

Con. Thou knowfl that bowl, 
Treafur'd with care, prodnc'd at folcmn feafts, 
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An huiaao ikuU, which golden clafps furrouDd, 
And golden bofTes deck. 

Rof. I know it well. — 
And learn'd, this goblet favage witnefs bears 
Of triumph o'er a foe, whofe name Albinus 
"With fludied care conceals ; and certain 'tis. 
That with ftrange agonies, and horror chill'd, 
I view the dreadful vafe. 

Con, And yet thy lips 
Have touch'd the fatal margin, and from thence 
The grape's red juice imbib'd. 

Rof, By threats compell'd. 
Once, and but once, with trembling hand I bore 
This hateful veflel to my quiv'ring lip. 
Thou knowft the time. — Oh, what convulCons fhook 
My lab' ring frame ! — what inward horror fejz'd 
My agonizing foul ! 

Con, Thou knowft not then, 
Whofe headlefs trunk to favage triumph gave 
That horrid trophy ? 

Rof. Oh moft fure I do not. — 
BuJ: oft have thought fome myftery lay couch'd 
Beneath Albinus' words ; — for drink, he faid, 
And revel with thy father. 

Con, And, full well — • 
The truth accorded. — 'Tis thy father's fkull. 

Rof. Moft execrable truth ! — Curft be this hand 
That bore the fatal chalice to my lips ! 
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And carft the lips thtt loodiM it f — Oh tfaoa heB-hoAld! 

loTectiTe in thy cruelty^ to join me 

In partnerfhip of blood, in parricide ! 

Oh Yengeance, vengeance ! — thenceforth, right and wreugy 

Virtue and vice, and good and ill, to me 

Be all iodifFerent ; and one only thought. 

One ruling principle inform my foul. 

Revenge, revenge! 

Con. I too have what may roufe 
Defire of vengeance. My pall ferviccs 
With fhame and fcorn repaid. £v n now, Albinus, 
With taunts and contumely chac'd me Irom him. 

Rof. Agreed in thoughts, let us comlMne in Id. 
My largeHes and kindnefa to the foldiers 
Have undermin'dthis haughty conqueror; 
And fhould a great attempt, and Valiatit head. 
Awake their fpirits, hands will not be wanting. 
But break we off, for hafty fteps refound 
Along the marble pavemettt.--^At a time 
Of greater privacy, we may refume 
The theme of this hour's converfe. — So ferewell. 

[Exit Conrade. 
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SCENE III. 

ROSMVNOA md BoTf NV9* 

Rof. Oh moft rever'd, far thoa haft fcnr'd aod iot'd 
My honour'd fire, whether the wafting fword 
Spar'd thee in love or hate, thou only remnant 
Of my poor countrymen, what canft thou bring 
T© cheer Ui' iinvaried gloora ? — Haft thou eiTay'd 
To bend Aftolpho'g virtue I 

Bovin, Let us learn 
The refignation fuited to our ftate ; 
A bitter leffon ; but captivity 
Is a ftem pedagogue, and will enforce 
Submiffion to his precepts. From^ Aftolpho ' 
What canft thou hope ? Devoted to his lord. 
The vengeful murmurs of thy fierce defpair 
Are regifterM with him, and, amplify'd^ 
Albinus hears them. 

Rof. No, thou little knowft 
Aftolpho's noblenefs : that mountipg foul 
Would rife aloft where empire fits enthroned. 
And feize her for his own ; but gratitude 
Arid loyalty, and a yet meaner motive, 
A trifling gew-gaw form,' a ftripling's toy. 
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Prq)ond'rate more in youthful paiEoo's fcale. 
Than glory's folid charms. But my commands 
Have ftrongly interpos'd between his wiHi 
And this alluring t>ait. 

Bovin. Somewhat I learn'd 
With this furmife according^ from Ingulphus, 
To you devoted much, but to himfelf 
Still more, as is the fpirit of his Ordef. 
In' fine, he urged me to procure fome moments 
Of private audience. 

Rof. Be it. — Much may grow 
From what he can impart. I know hini apt [ExU Bovinvs* 
For every mifchicf, meddling and officious, 
Yet Ipecious in his fecpaing, watchful ftill 
With art to win fome profit to himfelf; 
And from my largefies, by pity giv'n 
To feed and clothe the wretched, ftill fome part 
With him remains to flake the thirft of gold. - 

SCENE IV. 

RosMUNDA andBoYivvs introducing IscvLfHVi* 

InguL May blefiings like the dew of Hermon fall 
On that fair head ! Oh, good as beautiful. 
The widow's bleffing and the orphan's prayV, 
.Like morning incenfe from the cenfer wreath'd. 
Are offer'd for thee. May the peace of hcav'n 
Reft on thy fpirit hourly. 
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Rof. Whither tends 
This wordy prologue ? I was told thou foughtft 
My private car. Say, does the finking wretch 
Extend his hands to nde a feeble flay ? 
I hold myfelf the fervant of diftrefs ; 
Sole purpofe of my being ; and fole joy 
I proye, when haply, with a lenient hand, 
I wipe fome tearful ^ye. 

Ingui. Moft gracious lady 
To thee I am devoted j truft me therefore, 
When, by mine order and ray fandity, 
I doproteft mine innocence. — Enforced 
By ftrong and inHant mandate of thy lord. 
Perchance I have o^ended, by an adt 
That countervails thy wiflies. 

Rof. Do not mock me; 
Thou ow'ft me not obedience. I myfelf, 
A wretched captive in the mafs of (laves. 
Bow with implicit awe.— -I am fo curft, 
The tongue of mortals or the wifli of fiends 
Cap hardly add a pang. — If thou haft done 
Aught that may wound my Ipirit, - freely fpeak. 
For, adding to my grief, thou doil fulfil 
The will of heav'n. 

InguL Commanded by the king,, 
A mandate join'd with urgent menaces 
Of baniftiracnt, or worfe, fhould I refufe, 
This very morn, 1 join'd in nuptial ban4s 
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Aftolpho to thy maldcD Adelaide. 

Rof. Why this is ri^t. — iFarewell the onty hope 
My mifery had left !— I thank thee^ friar ;— 
Thou haft perform'd thy (us^iops ; 'tis mpft meet 
The king (honld be obcy'd.-r-Henceforth, avoid 
My prefence.— Thou haft done the only adt| 
In the vaft range of human potencyi 
That could aagment my forrow* 

InguL 111 betide 
The hour 1 join'd their hands f Now, by luy holidam^ 
I knew not that the buCnefs came fo aear 
Thy heart ; or I had gone from Lombardy, 
A willing exile, ere I had pronounc'd 
Their nuptial office.-^Twere in me prefumption, 
To a(k how thefe united wound your peace ; 
But if you wifh to hold them feparate^ 
'Tis in your pow'r, and obviaus are the means. 

Rof. There's mufic in the found !-Separatc I— How I When ? 

Ingui. For fome fmall fpace, in illent priracyt 
They mean, as I co^Id g;^ther from their words* 
To hide their nuptiajs. — ^Whether coy refenre. 
Or baihful dif&dence, in Adelaide, 
Shrinks from the public gaze, — or haply fe^ 
Of your refentment; may infpire the thought. 
But fo thiey have determined. She remains 
An inmate of the palace, ftill on you 
Attendant in her place ; with aiTiVous ftealth 
He claims a hulband's rights, and to her chamt>er— > 



• 325 

Ref. Thy grofs imagioation with delight 
Dwells on the wapton tale. What canft thou build 
Of good or happy change, that may befriend 
My ftate forlorn, on the vain fantafies 
Of thefe young lorers ? 

Ingul, Hear me, royal lady. — 
STy loying fifter o'er an houfe prefides 
Of Benedidine nuns ; on Adda's bank 
Reclufe it ftands : when evening fpreads her veil^ 
Thither may Adelaide be borne. — My fifter. 
Obedient to your wiflies, will receive her. 
There, undifcover'd, fhe may bide, fequefter'd 
From the fight or fpeech of her new- wedded lord. 

Rof. Oh how I love the lips that utter founds 
So welcome to my heart f — Sure inipiration 
Dwells in thy breaft. Thou hail unlocked the wells 
' For which I thirfled, and my foul (hall drink 

The copious draught — 'Tis here — oh glorious guilt ! ^afide* 

To reach a tyrant. — Adelaide removed, 

Supply her place.-r-I have thee in my toils \ 

The filent, gloom of night precludes detedioo. — 

Yes, good Aftolpho, vaunt thy loyalty, 

And ftubborn virtue \ thou (halt be my (lave. 

Bovm, \A^ hat virtue dwells in words that only point 
At means to fever, for fome little (pace,- 
Thefe youthful lovers ? For, of this be fure, 
Nor force nor artifice will long conceal 
The captive Adelaide.. 



Rpf. No loog concealment 
My purpofes demand. — Seek not to. know. 
Wherefore I wifli to hide this beauteous bauble 
In the clofe cafket of a conrent's wall ; 
Bat learn my will, and fee it be performed. 
Hafte thoU) Ingulphus, and prepare thy fiiler ; 
And thouy with Hermenfrid apd Agilolf, \to Bovinos. 

Bear hence the virgin matron, foon as (hades 
Of night prevail j keep her from'fpeech of all. 

Ingid, Note you her looks, Bovinus ? — On her cheek, 
A hedic flufliing riles and retires. \apcart. 

Rof. That bowl, that bowl ! — Monfter of cruelty ! 
But thou fhalt feel nje yet. Oh were Aftolpho 
Pledg'd to my purpofes, \/!fidc. 

Bovin. I've mark'd her eye : 
Joy, long a ftranger, hath returned, to fill Z^f^', 

The (hining orb 5 but 'tis a fickly joy. 
Malignant ; not the clear and tender light 
Of inward peace and gay fcftivity. 

Rof. Why do ye mutter thus, with ftealthy Itooks 
Of terror caft on me, as I were grown 
Portentous in your fight ? You know my will. 

Ingul. Pardon us, royal lady, we are gone ; 
And count your bidding, in our zealous duty. 
Already done. [Exetmi Ingulphus and Bovinui, 
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Ro^MUNDA alone. 
Rof. Now, let the chaos of coDfli^ing thought? 
Unfold the fair creation of fomc.adl, 
That (hall ennoble a weak woman's hand. 
Now fhall I reach thee, circled by thy friends, 
Loird in the lap of vain fecurity. 
Paufe here, Rofmunda, weigh the dreadful pric? 
Of thy fell piety ; look down and pon4cr 
The dark abyfs before thee.— — *Tis no matter-r- 
My father's (hade, poor troubled fpirit, walks 
The midnight hour, — and (hall J not revenge ? 
His bleeding mangled trunk for ever lies 
Before my feet, and (hall I not revenge ? 
Albinus* horrid form, full in my view. 
For ever holds his head diftilling gore. 
And (hall I not rfevenge ? — Thefe guilty arm^. 
Parricide that I am, in wanton folds. 
His murderer cla(ped, — and (hall I not revenge ? 
I will, I will, — Let future times, that hear 
My wrongs and my defpair, forgive the means. 

SCENE VL 

R0SMUND4 ^»^ AlBINUS, 

jfib, Befhrew my heart, Rofmunda, 1 am ^ricv'4 
I chid the? ^11 fo roughly. — ^^Well thou knowft 



3*8 

My fiery nature csonot brook reproach. 

And ihonldft not urge mc ; but, I pray, let peiee 

Prevail between us. — More than life and health. 

And glory, dearer far than health and life, 

I prize thy charms. Whate'er my kingdom holds. 

Of rare and precious, at thy feet PII caft. 

To buy a fmile. 

Rq/, My wifhes arc coofin'd 
Within thy bofom, and from thee alone 
Content and joy I feek. 

M. Bleft be the tongue 
That utters founds fo kind. — Ne'er till tf^is hour 
Felt 1 fuch tranfport. 

Rof If my words delight thee. 
Thou (halt hpreaftcr find my deeds aceord 
With their juft import. 

jilB. Wilt thou fpeak thy wifh ? 

Rof. Thy heart and foul aloae. 

jllh, A fair reply. 
My heart dilates with pleafure. My fierce imnd 
Is melted down to foftnefs feminine ; . 
And I could weep for joy. — Oh, were raypow*r 
But equal to my wi(h, thou fhouldll furpais 
Thy fex in happinefs. 

Rof, 'Tis in thy pow'r 
To give me full contentment, 

jiH Speak the means. 
My foul is all on fire to fee thee happy. 

Rof, Thou fhalt hereafter learn what welcome means 
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May yield me happinefs^ when fair occadoa 
Serves for th' atuinment* 

Jllh, In thine eyes I mark, 
Tranfiwrtecfmark, the lambent light of joy ; 
A fmile unwonted dwells upon thy cheek, 
"Where forrow fix'd her throne ? What happy caufe 
Hath wrought this change ? 

Rof. T he profpeft of delight 
And full completion of my wifh in thee. 
My foul is rapt ; and ev'ry thought and care 
Dwells on Albinus. 

M. Let nle bold thee thus. 
And ftrain thee to my heart. Oh what a charm 

[mhraemg her. 
Does kindnefs add to the moft perfedt beauty I 
Long have I moum'd, that while my love poflefs'd 
Thy perfeft form, thy foul was alienate. 
Now come ; tlie banquet waits ; — the minftrel's hand. 
With magic cunning, plunges on the chords 
To catch the foul of mufic ; but, .nor feaft, 
Nor tuneful witchery of harp and fong. 
Can charm me, like thy voice. Nay, come my love. 

Rof. I'll follow thee, anon. — But I am bufied 
In preparations for thine entertainment ; 
I mean a banquet worthy of a king 
And royal vifitants, where thou fhalt meet 
An unexpeAed gueft ; with anxious care, 
I labour to prepare it.— Yet, one boon— 
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Nay thou muft not refufq me. Be this night 
Wholly my own, from interruption free. 
To take a long farewell of pious rites. 
Paid nightly for the reft qf parted fouls. 

M. I can rcfufe thee nothing. — Thou ihalt reign 
This nighty and every night thro' future time. 
Queen of thyfelf and me. Yet why impair 
Thy beauties with the damp and chilling breath 
Of mouldy cloifters ? And confume the hours. 
That love and pleafure for their own demand. 
In bigot forms and vain obfervances. 
That profit not the dead and injure thee } 
Adieu my love. 

[£m/ Albinus, 

Rof. How fick'ning to the heart, 
Sounds of endearment from an hateful tongue ! 
That bowl that bowl, my murder'd father's fkuU ! 
Can it be poffible ? And could thefe eyes 
Behold, and know it not ?-— A daughter's hand 
Raife it to meet her lips, and no kind warning 
Within her foul arife ? — O vengeance, vengeance ! 
Father be near, a monitor, unfeen ; 
Suflain my fpirit; let it not recoil 
In woman's weak relentlngs, from the tafk 
Of (jgnal vengeance, which my matchlefs wrongs 
Demand and juflify. — My prayer is heard. — 
I feel thee here. -7-0 might I quaff his blood, 
'V\\c tyrant's blood, from that detefted bowl. 

[Exit Rofmunda. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 
An apartment in tie palace £/" Al b i n u^. ' 

AsTOLPHO Jolus* 

OH bJefled orb, that rollft ferene and clear 

er this accuried head, what direful change 

Hath thy fhort abfeoce wrought ! — Adult'rer, traitor ! 
Sure 'ti; illuiioo alJ> and I may hope 
To wake for innocence and Adelaide. — 
Aduk'rcr, traitor! — O, my Adelaide, 

1 thought thee mine, and to my bofom clafp'd 
Perdition. — Idol of thefe doating eyes— » 
Deferted— ^rack'd with agonizing doubt ! 

Where didft thou range the monfter-breeding gloom, 
While I — clofe memory, clofe the fcene ! What 1 have done, 
I dare not think ;— but fure, thou art at reft ; 
Thy death alone wants to the confummation 
Of guilt unparallel'd. — My royal lord, 
Next after Adelaide, dear to my foul. 
Beneficent and noble, could not fate 
Chufe other inftrument to work thy wrong ? 
What dreadful choice of evils ! — Sin on fin. 
Perdition on perdition. — ^Yet my heart. 
My heart, fhall yet be fpotlefs.— To the king- 
Sure confequencc, I know my death enfues,— 
And can 1 wifli for life ?— Not thou alone,-- 
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No tboa muft doom that beaateoos fatal thing — 
Tbo' guilty as Ihe is her charms and forrows 
Cling roand thy heart — Oh fee her lovely frame 
By fome flrange torture mangled. — Be if — all her fex 
Shall perifh, rather than my foul perfift 
In deadly guilt. 

SCENE ir. ^ 

AsTOLPHO and Rosmunda. 

Rof, Stay ; — whither wooldft thou fly^ 
Licentious paramour, whole daring da- 
Hath ihar'd thy monarch's bed ? 

Aflol. Doil thou upbraid me ? — Ob thou forceref$». 
Thou haft fo complicated crime with crime^ 
One ftep advanc'd, I never can retorn^ 

Rof. My wrongs unparaU#Pd cry out for bloody. 
With never ceafing clamours ; blood for blood I 
Nay, fhrink not back^ nor ftraggle tagct free jr 
Thou knowft, by what I've done, what I dare doL 

^JioL Yes, let raeperifh, fb my fble perdition 
May fate thy malice ; but it will not ferve. 
My beauteous Adelaide.-"-^! fee the mord'refr 
Glare in thine eye-balh. — Lo ,. with fiearM cries, 
Vultures are hoy'ring in the air* around thee. 
And fcent the fteams of blood. Where haft thou hid 
Her mangled corfe ?— If thou- baft murder'd her, 
Thofe pleading charms,- rfiofe gracfeS,.that would tempt 
The hoary hermit to forego his maker. 
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Shall on the (cafFold perilTi. — If fhe Hjre, 

To pay my fecrecy, difcover inftant. — 

Say.— 

Rof, Be thou patient,— Know that Adelaide,-r 

Wife thoii no more muftcall her, lives in fafety ! 

Let that fuffice thy love. — Thou mayft not know ;. 

Whithetflie is convey 'd, or cberifh hope 

Of ever meeting more. Thou muft devote 

Thine heart and arm to me. 
Jipi Firfl:,pcnaiboth!— 

1*11 to the king. 

Rof. Think not I wiflixo live 

After revenge obtained. — I fee the goal— 
Ev*n now, methinks, I reach it. — But forbear 
To menace or repine. — Thine Adelaide, 
With ibidied anguHh, exquifite, (hall end 
Her miferable days, ifthyraih tongue 
Divulge our myft'ry.— Think not I had dar'd 
This doubtful aft, for pleafure to myfelf— 
Albinus peri(hes.— I do pot blufh ; 
For ends exalt the means : — 'twas piety, 
Jufl fenfe of honour, and refentment, due 
To brutal violation, that infpir'd 
The deed of the paft night — No light defires 
With the pure motives mingled 

AJioL Away, thou fiend ! 
I fcorn thy power ; death has no frowns for me.— • 
Rof, Not we alone fhall perifh ; — wretched things 
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O^erwbelm'd with guilt,— but fhe, the young, and fair, 
• And innocent. — I will to her transfer 
My hate againft the tyrant, and believe 
I pierce his heart, when thefe vindidive hands 
Mangle that idol form, with thousand wounds. 
Then ev*ry atom, quiv nng in the pangs 
Of multiply'd inflidbion, (hallaccufe 
Thine unrelenting (buL 

AJioL And muft I plunge 
Thefe hands in blood I — AfTail the facred life 
Giv'n to my charge ?— My king. — Oh never, neverf— 

Rof, Then, mark th' alternative ; think whom thy voice 

To torture dooms. Again, I warn thee, think, 

Think, on thine Adelaide ; for I have fworn* 

Albinus bleeds, or Adelaide, with tortures. 

Elaborate, fhall peri/h. — Inftant fay. 

Wilt thou comply ? — TTi* eventful moments prefs.— 

Still doubtful ? — I am gone — and Adelaide — C^o/w^. 

. jlJioL And Adelaide, — o can I bear tlie thought ?— 
Thou vengeful ipirit, fwear that (he is fafe, 
And to thy fatal aims, with fbv'reign fway. 
My being and my faculties devote. 

Rof IVe founded Conrade, thou wilt find him apt. 
The fubjedl of our convcrfe hath ta'en root 
Deep in his foul, — He comes with lowering brow. 
1 hine are the keys of all the palTagcs 
That from the poftern lead,— -Thou knowft my meaning. 
Awhile 1 leave thee. Think on Adelaide ; 
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And look 1 find thee faithful to my yengeance^ 
Orf— Conrade is neceflary to the work ; 
Chenlhi and mould him to our purpofes. 



SCENE IIL 

AsTOLPHO alone, 

Conrade is neceflary to the work ! 
What work ? What work ?•— I am devoted, fofd- 
No place for penitence, for pardon none — 
None, none ! — My Adelaide, that angel form. 
That angel mind forbids.— Why, why is this ? 
An angel pure, confederate with the fiends, 
Unconfcious too, to plunge ^ wretched foul 
Where mercy (hall not find me ! Can I then. 
My Adelaide, my angel,— can I doom thee 
To - never, never ! — here ends all debate. 



SCENE. IV. 

Conrade and Astolpho. 

JftoL Conrade, I have obferv'd of late thou holdft mc 
At an unfriendly diftance.— Why is this ? 
As far as my poor voice had weight or influence. 



[Exit. 
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I ftill hare (poke thee a diftioguKk'd (oldaer 
In the firft rank. 

Con. *Tis true — I caooot flatter ;— 
I hate the gilded vermin of a court. 
Hatched by the beaming fun of royalty. 
That fwarm in clouds before their fov'reign's eye»> 
And fo obftnidt his fight, he cannot chufe 
The worthy from the herd. 

jyioL Oft have 1 mourned 
That (bmc malignant demon ihottld disjoia 
Hearts made to meet and love. 

Con, Hie common langoage 
And thriving cheat of courts ; with vague profefioOy 
And glozing fpeeches giv*n to all alike 
To win regard, tongue foreign from the heart. 
With fimple men, that words and deeds confound, 
Miftaking the ftale harlot blandifhment 
Of profbituted lips, for certain proof 
Of holy friendfhip. — Go to, \ have found thee. 
And know thee well. 

yyioL Thou haft not found me, Conrade, — 
I feel as thou dofl. — Villain, lying villain i— C^^* 

What do I fay ? — And, couldft thou trace a path. 
Where honour might con^bine to raife tfcee high 
As thy deferts might challenge, noble Conrade, 
Thou (houldft not find me tardy. 

Con, I will prove 
Whether thou art a thing composed of words. 
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Or what thou .doft profds, a friend indeed. 

Such only I efteem whofe fword, whofe counfels, 

Whofe ready life, are to the man devoted 

Whom he calls friend. — Thou knowft the king has wrong'd 

me : 

Wi-ong'd me to death, — Should I feek reparation 
From what alone is mine, — d. foldier's fword, — 
Say, wouldft thou follow me ? — Nay, if thy heart 
Inclines thee,-j-get th^e to thy lord ; reveal 
What I have faid — 'twill buy for thee promotion* 
Nay fcruple not, for I am in the wane. 
Thou in the fpring and promife of thy youth. 
The minion of thy raafter, and thy hopes 
Flow in a tide as vigorous as thy blpod.-^ 
Why doft thou hefitate ? * 

j^oL Moil wretched traitor, ^afiJe* 

Caught in the ftygian web. Now hear and wonder ; 
For know this arm fhall aid thee in thy fchemes. 

Cm. Heard I aright ? — Shall aid me in my fchemes i 
Thine artifice is grofs. — Fie, it fmells rank. 
Think not to fool me with iuch (hallow craft. 
Where is that loyalty, with wordy zeal, 
But yefter morn profeft ? 

J/ioL I well remember. 
And fpoke nioH truly then ; but a few hours 
Have wonders wrought, and fo transformed my foul. 
That 1 am pledg'd and fworn to kill my king. 
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Who loves and honoars me. — ^Nay, ftart not back, 
Know» 1 hare left an hoftage for performance. 
More worth than worlds ; mjr bride, my Adelaide* 
Say, wilt thou truft me yet ? 

Con. Come, let me clafp thee. — 
C^ genVous youth, I love thee with a love 
Beyond the love of woman. Know a fcheme 
Of hopeful vengeance offers. — Souls there are, 
Whofe wants and wrongs, unmerited like mine, 
Have giv*n an edge and temper to their fwords, 
That to the quick may bite a haughty tyrant. 

jfftoL Inquire not wherefore, but. I am full apt 
For any fcheme of blood thou canft fuggeft. 
Who are partakers in thine enterprife ?♦ * 

Con, The fiery Raymond, Agilolf,' and Ranchild, 
With hoary Hermenfrid, Odo, and Lothaire, 
Helmichi^, Theophil. — 

j^oL It is enough. 
Enrol me in your band. — When do you meet ? 

Con. The midnight hour, in yonder grove of poplars. 
Convenes our trufty conclave ; aqd this night 
Matures our great attempt, decides the time, 
Place, preparation, and all circumftancc. 

j4/ioL I'm pledg'd. — But break we off, for lo the king^ 
This key commands the poflem, and from thence 
A vaulted pafTage winds to his apartment. 

Con. Farewell, remember midnight | I muft hence/ 
His fight is poifon to me. [^Exlt* 
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S C E N E ¥• 

AsTOLPHO^ alone. 

Captive foul ! — 

Now look to heaven, invoke returning grace :— 
Now beat thy wingt. — Another limed twig 
Shall hold thee down, and efforts all are tatoi 
That key confirms my guilt beyond recall. 

SCENE VI. 

AsTOLPHO and Albinv^. 

jffiol He turns to me benignant ; in his ey« 
Unuiual pleafure beams. — I feel his looks» 
Here, here, they fting me. — Unfufpicioos yidiiDi 
Fate hoTers round thee. , ^ 

Alb. Joy to thee, Aftolpho^ 
How fares thy lovely bride ? 1 long to greet her. 
And plunder from thy treafur'd hoard of fweetii 
One.gentle kifs. — How fares thine. Adelaide? 

jljlol As fuits her circumftance, my gracious lord,<*<- 
I have na bride,- no Adelaide. — Oh, torture! ' ^afide, 

jiUf. Why, thou art fad ; but fuch excefs of joy, 
As thou muft feel, fo overwhelms the foul, 
It takes the fljiape of grief. — Ourfelf have prov'd 
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Excefs of gladaefiy for our queen is kind. 
When didft thou fee her laft i 

jiftol. £y'n now my lord ; 
And (he was bent on earned preparation. 

Alb. I know it well. — She gives a folemn feaft 
In honour of our nuptials. — From the palace, 
Laft nighty by my permi(Eon» (he was abfent ; 
Reludanty I indulgM her. — In the cloifters» 
She paft the hours in holy ofllicesy 
And grateful oraifons to ev'ry faint, 
Whofc interceffion at the throne of grace 
Has made connubial love and fmiling hope 
To fiourifh fair between us. 

JJloL Oh laft night! 
Seafon of horrors I [^^» 

jilb. Shall we not, Aftolpho, 
Be truly happy now i 

AJioU My royal lord 
Deferves a happinefs, as great and fignal. 
As are his power and place. Pardon, my lord \ 
My duty claims attendance at the citadel. 
Hold, burfting heart. — I cannot bear his eye. {pjide. 

Alb, Aftolpho, I am on a journey bept ) 
And fhall not foon return. 

AJloL Oh, 'tis moft true, — 
A long and dreadful journey ! \op^^ 

Alb. And on thee 
Devolves the care of needful preparation. 



341 

Jft(^, 1 am already bu(ied in the means [afiJi' 

To haften thy departure, — Let me fly, 
And execute thy bidding. [^oot^. 

M. Yet a moment — 
We mean a circuit thro' our Lombardy, 
To ftay the hand of rapine, and confirm 
In thefe our now pofleffions, equal rule, 
And fobcr ordinai;ces. — I was known. 
In early life, the blood-ftain'd conqueror, 
Fierce and opprellive ; but my days to come 
Shall be diilinguifh'd by the peaceful arts 
And lore of juftice. — Seek the gloomy Conrade, 
Let him attend us ; I have been to blame ; 
He 18 a foldier, and a foldier*s worth 
1 hold ineftimable. — I have fcom'd him, 
And left his merit withering in the fhade 
Of indigence obfcure ; but future kindnefs 
Shall pad neglect redeemi. 

Afiol. Accomplifh'd traitor I [a/idt. 

His words are daggers, daggers, here ! — They double 
My crime, and in my pangs anticipate 
The doom of future guilt. 

Alb. Thou dofl not mark mt ; — 
But I can pardon thee. 7 hine Adelaide 
So fills thy ibul and fenfes, thou art fnatch'd 
From things extern, in viGons of delight. 
Our queen (hall with us ; my fond foul is rapt. 
And dwells in her fair bofom ; and my heart 
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Vibnua to her foft voices and dwells eochiitt*d 
In her bright trefTes, like the iutl'riRg l^d» ' 
Eacag'd in golden wires. — ^While bounteoos hcanr'a 
Affords me being, never from my fide 
May (he depart. 

AJiol. *Tis ev'n unto thy w5(h, 
For thou (halt find, while hc^av'n affords thee betog.— 
How fhort a fpace I — Rofmuada will bt near, C^/^* 

With wakeful diligence. 

AJb, I know it well.— 
Hafl:e with me to the queen, we will debate 
What needful preparation and attendance ' 
Our purposed journey afks ; fmall ftate will Ibive^ 
Where mem'ry and renown of noble deeds* 
And warm afie^ion of his people round* 
Compofe the monarch's guard, — ^and daily i^ i 
Of jufUce, mercy, and beneficence 
Proclaim his royal prefence, — as the beaias 
Of genial and invigorating heat 
Announce the glociotta ruler of the day. 
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SCENE VIL 

Changes to another part of the Palace* 

Enter RosMUKDA, with Conradb, 

Rof, E?*n to our wifli ; — Aftolpho joins your band. 

Con. If we may truft profeffions — Yet I fear 
His milky nature, and religious fcruples ; 
He to whofe cars I have my fecret giv n — 
But never fhall he his protedton feal 
In Conrade's blood ; this fword in his falfe heart 
Shall feek for my depoiite) and refume it. 

Rof. Thou doft him wrong. — My life upon his truth.- 
Parly not with him. Words might thoughts awake 
That would unnerve his arm. — Let him not paufe. 
Think, or deliberate ; hurry on the time 
That puts him to the proof. 

Con, This very night. 

Rof. It (hall do well. To-night, luxurious feaft, 
With its attendant, vain ebriety, 
Among the guards, in place of jealous care, 
Will loofe diforder fprcad.-— The guefts rctir'd, 
With few attendants, and even thofe o'erpowVd 
With deep and wine, Albinus will remain 
An eafy prey. Then, from the weftem tow'r. 
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A Cgiial waving thrice, a blazing torch. 
Invites your (afe approach. 

Con. We have by lot 
AlEgn'd the feveral flations of our band. 
Old Hermeqfirid, with Agilolf, pofTefs 
The poflern gate ; Odo and Lothaire keep 
The vaulted paiTage, from Albious' chamber 
That to the doifler and the oratory 
Winds intricate its circuit. Young Ajdolpho, 
For never will I truft him from my view, 
Stout Helmichisy and Theophil eflay 
The grand attempt with me. My wrongs and valour 
May juftly claim pre-eminent to ilrike 
The crowning blow myfelf. — I have obtained 
Th* important key, that thro' the poilero gate 
Admits our trufly band. 

Rof, Oh welcome, vengeance ! 
Long hav.e i panted, in a thirily foil. 
Barren of comfort. — Copious draughts of blood 
Shall freely flow, to cherifh and revive 
A foul difeas'd. Know, valiant friend, my care 
Hath for your fafety, and tlie full attainment 
Of my revenge provided.— r'Tis a cauic . 
In which I could a martyr*s pangs endure ; 
But, in th' attempt," to you fhall not betide — 
Go boldly on — perdition of a hair. 

Con. Care of my life, or what may chance hereafter. 
Hath never mix'd with my proud hopes of vengeance. 
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Rof. What tbo' his arm, like t^ie fell thunderbolt. 
Smites once, to finite no more ; his trenchant blade, 
I have fecar'd it fo within the fheath. 
Shall harmlefs fleep, as charm'd by potent words 
,Of forccry ; not all the ftrength of man 
Shall bid it flame on day ; then, in the moment 
Of ftrange difmay, and cruel difappointment, 
Strike ; — fearch the heart, plunge deep, and hide your weapons 
Within his haughty breaft. 

Con. There needed not 
This timid caution. — Death to ray paft fame I 
Shall Conrade owe to night and artifice 
A coward conqueft o'er defencelefs foes ? 
Who, breaft opposed to breaft, and point to point, 
Might cope with 'vantage. — Be it. — 1 muft join 
Our trufty band ; for night, with hafty ftride. 
Advances on us. -r- From the weftern tow'r, 
Thd torch will gleam naore welcome to our eyes. 
Than lode-ftar to the pilot. {Exit, 

SCENE VIll. 

RosMUNDA, alone* 

Rof, O farewell!— 
Around thefe towers the prcfcient ravens fail ; 
They call Albinus to the dreary plain 
Where vultures feaft their young. Now to the banquet, 
To praftife a new Icffon, and abhorr'd. 
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Of fraud and bljuidiihraefit^ which from my {boi 

Were ever alien. — ^Mighty conqueror. 

Go revel at the banquet, while thou mtyft ; 

Enjoy the light of hear'n while yet 'tis thine. 

Yet fome few hours, and I (hall burft my bonds. 

£v'n now methinks I rife in thought elate. 

And triumph o'er my tyrant. — Mighty things 

Maft in fmall fpace be crowded ;^*~heTe they rOlI, 

Like the materials of the pent volcano. 

And foon (hall buril in flame. — I come^ Albinus, 

My lord, my father's iharderer,! come. [Eitifi 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

An a/tarimettS in the palace of Albinus. 
ASTOLPHO, film. 

EYE of the golden day, the purple weft 

Shall foon receive thee \ and the hand of night. 

Thy fhining portals bar ; — then what fell deeds 

The confcious ftars may view !— I launch from Ihore, 

With murder at my fide, in treafon's bark. 

Thro' a deep fea of blood; the boiling waves 

Swell fierce around me, and the rocks are nigh 

That threaten (hipwreck. — O this dreadful war 

Of agonizing paffions !^ How the fiends 

Will drink the gore hot-fpouting from the heart ! 
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Soon (halt thou be empurpled lo the ftreains» 

Oh favage hand !->-And thou, my forereign's gift» 

Depending now an harmlefs ornament^ 

Shalt from my thigh awake, and flame to pierce,-:— 

Yet wherefore ? — Adelaide, Rofmunda, KiDg,-<«^ 

Chaos of warring motivcg, — which porfue 

Or which reject — ^how yield or how refill !— 

I am unequal to the dreadful weight 

Of my own confcioufoefs, and all too weak 

To meet or (hun my doom. — Forgive me then,-— 

One only way remains.— My Adelaide, 

If I defert thee ; but we foon ftiall meet— • 

Thou wilt not fuffer long, and death alone 

Redeems me from this lot of guilt and ihame. 



SCENE 11. 
AsTOLPHo and Adelaide. 

Add. My wedded lord, my erer dear Aftolpho \ 
How much have 1 endur'd. ^He drops hitjkuord. 

AJloL Nay what art thou,' 
Shrill as the widowM bird, that home returning 
Finds the nefl cold-— of all the nurfelings reft ? 

AdeU Why did I find thus,— thy weapon drawn, 
Pale as fome wretch, whofc iacrileglLoiu hand 
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Hath (Iain the lord's anointed ? — 'Tis no matter,— 
Since I have found thee, I will only think 
Of loye and pleafure.— Yet laft night ! laft night ! — 
Oh 'twas a night of horror f 

JJloL *Twas indeed^ 
A night of tenfold horror, night accurft f — ' 

Darknefs o'erfhadow me ! — Ye mountains, fall I — 
1 cannot bear to fee this guililefs thing. 
That comes to blaft rac in an angePs form ! 

jidel Wilt thou not fpeak to me ? — Thy faithful heart 
Bounds it not in thy bofoni, as 'twould forth 
To meet and mix with mine ? — Afflided mourner. 
Pallid and chill from ranging in the gloom 
Of the dank night, uncertain of my fate : 
Perhaps accuflng. — Yet thou knowft my truth, 

yijlol How fhall I fpeak ? — How call thee mine ? Event 
Moil flrange and lamentable. — What a change 
The hours of night aud guilt ! — Thou dofl not know 
Nor can my tongue explain. 

Adel. Mufing I fate, . 
And wifti'd thee near, and told the weary moments. 
And each appeared an hour. — ^With fudden burfl 
The door flew open j I with tranfport rofe 
Expcdting thee, but, hateful fubflitute. 
That hoary monk Ingulphiis, with a band 
Of fcowling ruffians, while I flood aghafb. 
Came round in iilence. — From his loins the prieft 
Unloosed the cord, whofe mock humility 
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CoDfin'd his hair-cloth, and my hands he bound ; 
Then, left my cries ftiould fummon aid, or wake 
CompafEon, with my veil tjhey clos'd my mouth. 
That fcarcely life remained ; and in this ftate 
They fet me on a palfrey, whofe fwift pace 
Soon reach'd a convent.— Art thou faint my love ? 
Still art thou fad and (ilent. — Knew I not 
Thy love and conftancy, I fhould fufpcft 
TTiis my return fo fudden were to thee 
Unwelicome alfo, — Would thou wert at reft. 
Watching and forrow have impaired thine health. 

JftoL Oh wretch, wretch, wretch 1 — ^Would we were both 
at reft \^qfide. 

Within the tomb 1 Be confident my love, 
This heart is all thy own.— On with thy ftory^— 
'Twill give fome truce to my felf-warring thoughts. {!^^« 

AdeL My guides configo'd me to the holy abbefsj 
Sifter, it feems, of that falfe monk Ingulphus ; 
But how unlike her brother ! — My fad plight 
And piteou;3 tears fo wrought within the heart 
Of that eocd pious woman, fhe refolv'd 
To give me freedom ; nor content with that. 
She added kind and monitory hints 
Of danger from the queea in Pavia's court. 
Then with fleet palfreys and a faithful guide 
She furnifh'd me ; and, as a fure prote(5tion 
From eyes or touch licentious, fhe array'd me 
In the fad veftments of an hallowM iifter.^^ 
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All-boanteont hetT'n ! Aod do I cltip 107 lord. 
My hufbandy my Aftolpho f . 

jijlol. Loofe thine hold,— 
Thy touch is poifon — Thofe foft/DOwy handt, 
I feel, I feel, them thrill, — ^thcy tear my fleih — 
They burn my Titals — vibrate thro* my frame 
Infufferable. — Wilt thou hang about me ? — 
1 would not hurt thee.-— Off then, break thole claips. 
Or thou (halt fee me bleed — and bleed thyfelf. 

Jdei Now hcav'n hare mercy ! — Sorrow for the ptft 
And tranfpoft at the prefent fo with joint 
Yet adrerfe tumuk have poffeft his thonghtSi 
Reafon unequal to the fudden (hocky 
Ailounded falls. — Look up, my love, my huftand. 

jiJloL Thy love ! — Thy hufband I Execrable founds ?— 
No love, no hulband, for 'tis man that loves — 
And man is hu(band ! — I am not a man ; — 
But fome Grange fiend, fome mofb portentous monfter ! — 
My name is traitor, villain is my name ! — 
Love ! — Hufband ! — Fie, oh fie ! — Wilt thou hang on me ? 
Nay break, nay break, thofe clafps. I know thee not^ 
For thou art goodncfs, thou art innocence,— 
Off, off!— ^ 

Mel Oh gracious heav'n, look down, with pity, 
On my poor love, recall his wand'ring thoughts, 
Difpelf the gloomy clouds that have o*erfhadow'd 
The nobleft, gentleft, mind. — Here reft thy head. 
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^(3/. Oh Adelaide! 

Jdel. All gracious heav'n be Ueft I 
He feems more calm. 

jffloL Ob pardoDy Adelaide.—- 
Behold me proftrate ; groveling at thy feet 
To fue for peace and pardon. [kneeKng. 

.^^/^A Wherefore kneel ? 

What peace ? What pardon ?-7-Thou wcrt ever true. 

Kind, gentle, honouraWe. — Be thyfelf^ — 

Recall thy hurried thoughts, and (peak the words 

Of comfort to my fouL 
« 
jiftol What cdmfort Adelaide I 

It bides not in my foul, and from my tongue 
Such words may never iow. — Thou muft from hencc; 
I am not worthy ev'n to breathe this air, 
Which thy chafte lips inhale, left thou ihouldft drink 
Pollution from my (ins ; I am not worthy 
To tread on the fame earth, left it refu(e 
To bear my weight and- gaping wide devour 
The fpotlefs with the guilty. — O my Adelaide- 
Still this miftaken tongue would call thee mine,-— 
It were not good for ^s, — it were not fafc. 
That thou (houldft here remain. 

AdeL I know it well, — 
'Twas what I meant to urge. I know the queen, 
Sole author of my exile, will not tamely 
Brook my return. Each moment is a fnare. 
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JfftoL Why fleeps thy lightning, heaT'n> while this cufft head 
Invites its flafli ? — Oh would I were diflblv'd 
To my firft elements, and fcatter'd wide 
In duft before the wind ! 

AdcL We muft from hence, — 
I have a kinlman at Ravenna's court. 
Where brave Longinus, with the name of Exarch, 
Supreme dominion holds. 

jiJloL We muft from hence, — 
Fly hence. — Fly far away, — ^in queft of peace, 
And refuge from the curfes, that befiegc 
This fev'rifli vile exifience. 

AdeU Still his anfwers. 
Are wild and incoherent, and Jiis eyes 
Low r with ungentle fire. C^M- 

AfioL O Adelaide, 
Hear me. — There is a journey, and a long one^ 
Which we muft undertake. — 

AdeL When thou art near 
No perils daunt my foul- — But in thy words 
And downcaft looks there dwells, I know not whaty 
Unftay'd and fierce, unlike thy former mood 
And winning gracioufnefs that mark'd thee out 
The darling of mankind. — Why changed to me ? 
If I have anger*d thee by word'Or aft 
My tears (hall pay th' atonement. 

AJloi. Keep thy tears ; — 
Alas, they will be needed!— As thou fayft. 
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I am transform'd indeed ; but from what caofe 
I caDDOt (peak, nor is it meet thou know. 
Yet, thou wilt know too foon. 

AM. Whatmyftery 
Lurks in thy words ? — Have the few gloomy hours, 
Since late we parted, been fb prodigal 
Of teeming mifchief ? Or the bufy fiends 
So provident of fin ? 

AJioL Oh, pity me I — 
I am the verieft wretch, the blackefb thing, — 
Vet, ipotleis as thou art, thou haft a fhare. 
I fee thee ftruclf with wonder ; — but if pity 
Dwells in thy bofom, importune me not. 
O fpare my tortur'd foul !— Yes, we will fly. 
Be fure of that ; and I am bufied now 
In earneil preparation. — I conjure thee« 
By the chaile came, and bitter memory, 
Of our paft loves. 



SCENE III. 

Enter^ to thenif Rosmunda, attended by Ingulphus 
and BoviNUs. 

InguL Now, by mine holy order. 
It is moft ftrange.-~I left her in the convent 
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Id watch and ward, aad weH inalar^d trMnd* 
I fee the fiend moft psdjMfale. 

Ref. Bold minioD, {H AMakk. 

Doft thoa prefume to mock th j loTereigo's viB i 
Butbeitonthf Iwad. 

Md. Oti give me death !*-— 
Life is a weacy load. 

Rof. Of that poor trifle^ 
Thy bafe exiftence, we'll difpofc at letfure. 
As beft may fait occafiott^^Bear iMr hence, 
Ingiilphus and Bovinusy lo uy dMiaber. 
I know what thou wooMft Urg6r-*htt€ Ope thy fips» 
» [[/v AAoJ^hOL 

Or move a hand, to thwart my fettled purpofe, 

\^Jruwi a dtqrg&Tm 
And thou (halt fee this infant toy, this Adelaide, 
Fall breathlefs at thy feet.--^Wkat, lifdefi all >^ 
Will ye not bear her hence ? 

jfJeL Wilt thou not fpeak I Not e'en a laft farewell ? 
JftoL No, my foul breath wou'd with pollution taint 
£v'n innocence like thine. 

Rof. One fentence more. 
And Adelaide expires. — So, bear her hence. 
Avoid the prefence. 

[ExeurU Ingulphus and fioyinus nuiih Adelaide. 
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SCENE W. 



RosMUNfiA and Astolpho. 



Rof. Tell me now, Afto^ho, 
How beau chy heart for our great ciittfr{»ilc l^ 
Heave not thy breaft with fighs^ for 'tis in-taiou 

jfftol. Moft cruel woman, wilt thou not r«Iefi&? ^hu^t^ 
I clafp thy knees.— Behold mj Ihrtatiiing ffeart* 
Oh letxne fly with A^ekudc, chiy fecrtt 
Shall reft fecurely her*. 

Rof. For Adektd€, 
A worthlefs thing below my ^are^ wfa«ie mmd 
Is on the ftretch of anguiih and ex^-^tfn, 
I'&ooid not hcJd her, were (he not the ksf 
And engine, iiv4ikh can wind and fet thy f<Nl 
Obedient to my wifh. 

jffiol. Our lives to come 
Would be embittered fo widi recolledion 
Of things moft horrible, diey were a boon 
Not worth accepUttce.'^Yety my Addaid^ 
Yes, we will go together. 

Rof. Rather live.— 
Thou knowft not yet the trtafitf'd fuftt^ of kftt 
Referv^d for thee and Adelaide. — Sole beam^. 
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That vifits my dark fooly it hope of vengeance 2 
Aid ray great purpofe ; let the tyrant's blood 
^ut flake my thirft, this univerfkl globe 
Has nothing more to give^ and I retire 
In death, or in a convent ; but an option 
Between them is not worth a moment's thought. 
Suffice it, I fhall leave thee unconfin'd. 
As ambient air, to love and Adelaide. 

jljlt^. £v'n love and Adelaide were bought too dear 
With fuch gigantic fin. 

R^f. As.for tbefla 
Be it upon my head ; the deed is mine : 
Both now and ever thou (halt ftand abfolv'd. 
Let vengeance but forerun my doom, whate'er. 
And 1 will welcome iu— Nay, look not down.—* 
Say, art thou rulM, or wilt thou difobey I 
If on the latter thou art bent, behold — 
This, from thine arms, divorces Adelaide. [Jhewt aponyard, 

jijtoL Command thy tafk of infamy, of horror ; 
For thou hafl fearchM my inmofl heart, and found 
Its fecret avenues and fandluaries. 

RoJ.' No matter — thou mufl on. — I have acquir'd 
Dominion o'er thy fate. I know my power. 

JJloL I cannot raifc my hand againft Albinus, 
So kind and bounteous. 

Rof. Speak of him again. 
And Adelaide, without redemption, dies. 
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ji/loL Xet me not think, but hurl me down f h* abyfs ; 
That deeds may thoughts outrun, and leave no room' 
For reafon or repentance. 

Rof. *Tis enough. 
Repair to Conrade, and his bold aflbciates % 
They are already leflbn'd in the fundtions 
For each allotted. Midnight is the tiine. 
With ftedfaft ken the weftern turret mark. 
From thence a fignal (hall announce the moment 
When all things are prepared. Meet me again, 
Having conferr'd with Conrade, at the banquet.— 
His chamber, fcene .of violation pafb. 
Shall be the place. — But hark, redoubled founds 
Of hafty fteps are echoed thro* the vaults 
Of yon arcades. — Away !— Remember midnight. 



SCENE V. 

Re-erUer Ingulphus and Bovinus, yrom the bottom of the 
Jiage^ as in conference, 

IttguL Moft true, Bovinus ; — were Albinus flain, 
Tho* verging as we are, to the dark night 
Of our difaft'rous being, we' might count 
Some bright aufpicious hours. Our queen would fill 



358 

Her loog mimwrh Ai>ili»4 giri in lAi 
To Ibrrow^s mmi'nMis fiunily, and chiiC 
Her bounty to the fc^er, mix'd with word* 
That charm lefiftlelf, mm 4fc« c^'nd l»itic» 

Jbm. ItwelimigUbe* vith bve Afiol^s aid. 
DepriVd of that, far dif 'rcpt^-^FIight ttd exikt 
But offer to deluding faney 's ken, 
Cottfoming want* or ferrik !■& cxtftenoe 
On flow prccarioM homitf • 

I know him well. — He wMly will dcfert. 

Or half perform, the taik, aiMi leavo our ^neen. 

And us who joii| our hmnfale deftinics 

With her imperial fitei, and on her ^mifc, 

Taka toot, and grow, and floariih with her growth. 

Or perifh with her down&ll, to receive 

The wages of our purposed guilt ; or pine 

The martyrs of a fearfiil confcionroefs ; 

While he, cofitentod with his Adekid^ 

Flies from the court of Pavia. 

Bffvm. Why oot then 
Remove the fatal bar, thus interposM, 
Between Aftolpho, and the noble fortune 
That courts bii told | bctwefU onr royal roiftrefs 
And that fuppoi^ whic)» fe^ty her on the throne ^ 

Injrul. Not many pacfs be9Pe> $94 in our pow'r 
This bancW tbipg-'-^ 
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Bovm* 1 know what thou wouldft add. 
Thy daftard tongue deferts thy lab'rin^breaft.-* 
Is it not ftrange, while unfufpedtcd death 
May lurk in erery aliment of man, 
Solid or liquid, that fuch multitudes. 
With being importune, ihall burthen earth ?*— 
Why (hould this minion liye ? 

Ittpii. My tongue is (low, 
Tetihalt thou fee my hands outrun thy wifh. 
I have a compound of moft fovereign force. 
To (ep'rate fpirits from the iieihly cage. . 
Fearful of changes in tbi^ fevVifh fkzttp 
And mark'd for firm allegiance to my queen, 
I bear it ftill about me> a prpteftioQ 
From public (hame and agonising death. 

Bovitt^^ O precious 4'aught !— 'twill give our queen tp rrigp. 
No more this haubb ihaU miflead Ajlolpho. 

Speech is fuperfluoUB.' Let Rofmunda fed 

Our zeal and diligeQi:e, and praife th' effe^ 
Rather than hear, in long detail, the means 
That darkly work ibr ap ejudted aiui*^ 
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A C T V, S C E N E L 

Night; a thick grove of poplars y fuppofed to he at fame 
fmall dtftance from the Palace* 

AsTOLVHO, folus. 

"■• IS now the fatal hour,— and this the place. 
Deep (ilence all. — Have I outHay'd the time ? 
Or fleep the traitbr band ? Will ye not forth ? 
Hark) the owl calls you, ye fell dogs of war. 
To feize the mighty lion in his lare. 
O blefled paufc ! — by pitying heay'n indulg'd, 
To fnatch my foul from guilt. — A whifp'ring angel. 
Pleads in my bofom. — ** Thou raoft wretched man, 
*' Wilt thou in prefence of thy maker ftand, 
** And plah delib'rate tourder ?" Oh,' my foul. 
Timely from the dark precipice recoil. — 
It may not be,— for how can I devote—- 
Oh, every way undone ! my Adelaide ? 
Oh Adelaide, lov'd name, thou art a fpell, 
With pow'r refiftlefs binding ! — Rife, ye fiends, - 
And fill my heart;— behold, ray fword is drawn. 
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S C E N E II. 

AsTOLPHO and Feraldus. 

Feral Why art thou here with night and folitude, 
And thy fad thoughts converdng ? And the fword 
Gleams in thy hand. Say, what ftrange tumult fhakes 
Thy lab'ring bofom ? 'Midft the feftal throng, 
I fliark'd thy changing hue,— thy throbbing breaft 5 
Then on Albinus, while the mirthful ftrain 
Circled the board, with fadnefs moft intent, 
Thine eyes were faften'd, and the burfting tears 
Stood ready. — As with fudden frenzy ftung. 
Starting you rofe, and hurried thro* the hall.— 
All is not well. — I have purfued your fteps. 
By friendfhip ur^M.— pSpeak, 1 mayjuftly claim 
A brotl^er's portion in thy fecret cares. — 
Say, does thine Adelaide — 
' JJloL Oh, filence, filence ! — 
Speak not of Adelaide— or I fhall flame 
In moft pernicious rage. — 

Feral. ^ Perhaps the queen— 

AJloL Thou haft faid true— the queen and Adelaide,- 
\ pray thee leare me. — Thou muft wonder much, 
To think the queen and Adelaide combine. — 
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They are the caufe.*-I have undone myielf.-- 
Thou wilt betray me.— Can it be recall'd?— 
Oh noy no, no ! 

Feral Why— what flionld 1 betray ? 
Thy wild disjointed words would feem to point 
At fome dread meaningp but to me convey 
No certain import.— Well I know the queen 
Unfriendly to your nuptials, but Albijiu^ 
Will mediate peace. 

jytol. He mediate peace ! For whom ? 
Lie there, thou inftrufnenjt of bloody treaiba*-* 

. l^Hf tbrovft Jovn bis /ward* 
Accurfed arm ! and wretched^ wretched thing, 
Outcaft of men ! Oh who ihaU mediate peace 
Ji'or him, encircled by the gleaming ring 
Of murd'rous points, all aim'd l-«-Sbort, ihort the /pace ! 
Hark, hark, the poftern ope^^-^tbe bi^es p*^ 
The fun'ral knell of parting royalty I 

Feral. Aftolpho, I ooojure thee 1^ ifce pow'r 
That from yon ftarry concave bears our words, 
And views thy ftrange diforder, trgjy Q»eak., 
I know thy fpirit teems with drctdliJ things ; 
Though what, I cannot fathoKL 

jyioL Wretch accurft 1— 
Oh fpare me, fpare me I— Do not probe my heart — 
I cannot ^eak.*-My Addaide, my wife. 
Is hoftage for ray Clejace !r-*Canfl: thou Tefcuc 
The trembling dove, when the fell hawk has pounc'd her I 
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Oh leave me, I befeech dice, 'ds too late,-^ 
That fatal key has openM ^de a door 
Leading to my perdition* 
' Feral, No, my ftiend, 
IJmay not cruft diec with, fuch wild companions. 
Thine own diftemperM dionghts.— Wilt tlioii not (peak I 
Ob turn not from methos. 

^o£ Oh bloody deed !^ 
Bdioid* Vehold, the^ are about it now ! 
Feraldus, toward the palace caft thine eyes^ 
And view that fight of horror. 

X^Here a Ughi appears from the Palace^ fuppofed to he a torch 
^avid from on$ of the turrets ^ as a Jignal to the Confpi' 
rafors that tbc ianquei wof overt and Albinus retired to 
his chamber » 

Feral I behold 
A torch bright (hihiog frost the weSero tow*r. 
That rifes o'er the poftern.— 'Tis a iigaal. 

JJlol. A fignal lp»«>'Tis a ftygian lamp, that guides 
The demons to their vidira.»^Now faegioa ' . 

The cruel tragedy,-^Now, fly Feraldus,— 
And fave thy mo|iarch'*B life.*** 

Feral, Take up thy fword,-*- 
And join my fteps.— If treafba is abroad,— 
Why dare thus wildly ? Roufe thee, good Aftoipho, 
From this Arange ecftacy . 

AftoL Heardft Ihou not fcreams*— 
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Hark to the ckfh of fwprds !— no, 'tis illuCon.-i- 
Yon flame, is cirded by a bloody halo. — 
Run — fly my friend. — Albinus — ^Adelaide — 
May I not both preferre ? Come, let me ginfp thee« 

[ Takhg up his fufordm 
I will not ufe thee^.jis at. firil I purpos'd. 
This arm may refcue Adelaide, and fpare 
My foul the guilt of treafon. — Hafte Feraldus. 

^Exeunt. 



SCENE III. 

^n Apartment in the Pcdact. 

RosMUNDA, done. 

Shade of my father, to the banquet hafire ! 
For thee prepar'd, and by thy daughter's hand. 
Yet, o fell monfter, wilt thou fcom the voice 
Of foft humanity ? — Did he relent \ 
Did fierce Albinus melt, when my poor fire 
• Fell breathlefs at his feet ? — Witnefs ye fiends, 
Lur'd by the fcent of blood, attend ant^ever 
On his deftrudlive fword. — I pledged you all, 
Amidft tie revels of that night accurft. 
In the detefted chalice. — Hark the founds 
Of hafty feet, and the low dreadful murmur^ 
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Of tongues that whilper death. Approach Aftolpho» 
And let thy friends with confidence approach. 
For on their pointed fwords they bring revenge. 



SCENE IV. 

Enter, to hefy Conrade with Conspirators. 

Con, Fortune befriends us ; — we have paft unqueftion'd. 
The moments fly ; they urge us to difpatch. 

Rof. Albinus hath prolonged unwonted revel. 
He fwam in mirth and pleafure. Scarce the cock 
Could warn him to his chamber. — With regret 
He left the ftrain of mirth, and blithefome carrol. 
That flow'd fpontaneous ; and on me he hung 
With fondnefs infantine. — But have ye fcen. 
Your brave compeer, Aftolpho ? — He alone 
Of all your band is wanting. 

Con, Curfes on him, — 
Oh that this arm could find him. — I foretold 
That thus 'twould hap. — His treachery or fear 
Betrays us to the tyrant, — if we linger. — 
Our fafety lies in vigorous promptitude. 

Rof. Difpofe yourfelves around the adjoining chamber;. 
It leads, fole outlet, to the vaulted paflage 
And poftem gate ; — Albinus foon will come. 
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Let Ibme remaioto guardtbe importaatpalfta 
Some» in due timey obedient to my call* 
Rufh foTfh at once^ and nikp.{ot me and joflkey 
Theit puiflant arms.-^Should he attempt to fly. 
Your friends receire him :— from the roof within 
A lamp depends, which, having markM their .prey^ 
Let them extinguish ; k wonid only aid 
Efcape from their keen fwords, or glare dete^on, 
Shoidd fuccoors intenrenc. — Might I become 
AU ear» and ihoot my fpirit thro' the gloom. 
To drink the glorious founds of cbaftifeaiient ! 
But hark,— Albinus cobms.-— Retire my friends. 

[^EMoaa Conrade and CMjinkon. 



S C E N E V. 

RosMUNDA and Albinus. 

M, The waning moon hath ris'n, the night grows old, 
Hafte to my chamber. 

Rof. Night is young enough 
For what I purpofe. — ^Thou no more fhalt fee me 
The joylcfs objedt of licentious will, 
Deck'd like a vidtim for the facrifice 
Of brutal appetite. — Oh Ipare my eyes. 
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Heoce to the banquet.*— Hark, the minftrels call ! 
Go take thy goblet, for the roantliog wine 
InTites thee.— Mark,-— it is my father's (kuIL 

Jilhm. Oh thou moft chaogeful of thy changeful fex ! 
Where are the fmiles that dimpled on thy cheek» 
And Ibothing words> and winning blandifhments, 
That deck'd thee round> like wreaths of vernal flowVs, 
And melted down my foul in floods of joy ? 
Defiance now, and ftern vindictive pride» 
Glare in thy fiery eyes. On thy pale cheek 
Sits haggard rage, and on thy quivVinglip, . 
Ready for utterance, dwell the venom'd (hafts 
Of infult toA reproaches. 

[Trun^t founds an alarm at a ^ance. 
lla !— what means 

This warlike raefleirger, whofe brazen voice 
Invades the hour of fiknce and repofe ? 
This is thy work,— oh moft pernicious woman ! 
I feel — I am betrayed. 

RoT. No more the time» 
Diffimulation needs. — No more my foul, 
Difhonour'd like this body, wears a mafk ; 
It cafts the hated Weeds ;— it (hines renew'd, 
A ferpent wiagM, to fling thee to the heart. 
A woman's hand may reach thee, haughty chief, 
Pamper'd with blood, and fwoln with powV and pi^ide. 

^Ib. My fword, in {laughter vers'd, hath never yet 
Been ftain'd wiih woman'a Uood, or thou (houldft feel.— 
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Dar*ft thoa to menace ?-— But in darkling hint 
Why viil thy puq>ore ? 

Rof. Deeds (hall foon explain 
The purport of my words* — Come forth> my friends. 
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Enter Conspirators and furround Albihvs. 

Rof. Remember now the goblet, — ^now for vengeance ! — 
Shade of my murder'dfire, receive thy vidlim. 

\JheyfaBonhMa\a, 

Alb, Villains, traitors ! — Come fordi my trufty fword,— 
What magic force confines thee to thy manfion ? 

Rof. He is unarm'd,— repeat the blow,— ftrike home 
For me, for juftice, and for Valomir. 

Alh. Give me a fword, and fet me on the plain. 

Where battle free may range ; tenfold your force 

Should dak before me. 

[Ex^ff/ AlbinusdMiJ^Confpirators. 

[Confpirators tmthm. 

Oh purfue him, — ftrike hijn down. 

Let him not gain the cloifters. {cJa/blng^of fwords. 

[Trumpet founds agairif nearer. 



Con. 1 am flain. [wtlnn. 

Accorfed fate !— 

Rof. Defpair ! defpair ! defpair ! 

It was bold Conrade's Toice,— and he hatJi fall'n, — 
My champion^ my fole hope, fince falfe Aftolpho . 
Deferts my «aufe. — Oh (hould the tyrant fcape> — 
On earth 111 fit and meet my doom. — 'Tis ftrange,— . 
I gave him to , their hands a certain prey^ 
Reft of defence ; not all the ftrength of man 
Could draw his falchion forth.— *— Be ftill my hearty 
Thou mayft not leaye thy cell to fly abroad 
In queft of deftiny.— — What fudden burft ?— 
Is it my tyrant or deliverer ? 

Oh agonizing fear. Ha,— they approach,-^ 

Well thought on, faithful friend, no outrage, now, 

[draws a iag^ir. 
Can touch Rofmunda.— Hid,— 'twas the howling wind 
Thro' the dark (tells and vaulted paflages.— ^^ 
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£nUr^ to her^ Astol^hO, bis fword drawn and Ho6Jy, 

My conqueror, my deliverer,— welcome, welcome \ 
Unjufbly I accused thee of defertion. 
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Tbe tyrant'is laid low, eternal Ueffings 
On thy Tidtorious head. — How beautifal 
Doft thou appear, thy Taloor bkzofi'd thai 
In chara^ers of Uoodi— the tyrant's Uood. 

AJd. Thy praifes are reproaches-— I dKcfaidi thenit 
The plume of war» b trampled in the dull. 
The foldier's boaft and pattcra, b«t my Ibui 
Was fpar'd fuch deadly guilt.*— Too bte I came, - 
Or this deroted bofom, iBterposM» 
Had for my fo^'reign bkd.<-By Coorade'i hand 
He died ;— the traitor fporn'dliim as he lay ;«^ 
Not long to triumpb, for my &lchien reach'd 
The fcowling caitiff, and he bit the dttft. '' 

The brare Feraldus with a loyal band, 
Purfues his guilty comrades. 

Rof, *T\% enough.— 
No matter, by what hand, fince he i$ flain, * 
, The murderer of my father. — Blood for blood.^^ 

Earth has no more to give, nor I to hope ; 

So farewell to bis (hade, and to my wrongs. 

AJioL Where is my Adelaide ? — O bring her forth. 

Sole tie that binds me to this vile exiftence. 

Rof. Yes, take thy bride, — tho', yielding up thy love, 

I muft forego thine aid, my only hope 

Of fure prote^on in the prefent ftreight ; 

Yet take thine Adelaide and go in peace. 

, {^Shegoes to the fide of the fiagc and calls. 
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Come forth Borii^us. — ^To her hufband's wm 
Reftore thy beaut<ou$ charge* 



SCENE VIIL 

Boj IV vs enters y leading in Apelaidjb. 

Boinn, Behold her here, — 
Yet (halt not thou poor queeni deferted, helplefs, [q/lJe* 

Nor thy two faithful creatures, to the rage 
Of proud Albinus' minions, ftand expofed. \je9cit» 

JfioL Oh take me to thine heart, my Adelaide. 
Fly from this place. Horror, fits on the roof. 
With harpy face and talons ; from her jaws 
Redundant gore, empurpling all the walls. 
Overflows the pavement. — Hark the fhrieks of pain, 
And groans of death f — at ev'ry ftep I tread. 
O'er breathlefs bodies ftumbling as I go, 
I (purn the mangled limbs and gory vifage.— 
Treafon and vengeance, with their cruel train. 
And vain remorfe, and ev'ry hateful fiend, 
Bide here, — nor ev'n thy purity can fcape. 

MeL Dear to my arms, dearer if poflibl^ 
For feparation, .why this hurried tone 
Of falt'ring horror ?— Thou art deadly pale, 
Tliy fiery eyes are funk within their orbs.— 
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Where haft thou been ? What haft thoa done Aftolpho i 
Why, this is blood ! — Oh gracioas hea^'n, look down. 
And pity me moft wretched ! — What new woes ?-— 
Thy hands are crimfon'd. — all thy face and garments 
Stain'd horrid,— *and thy footfteps mark'd in gore. 

jffioL The monarch and the rebel mix*d, in death* 
Their hoftile blood, and it hath ftain'd me thus*— ^ 
Speak not. — This houTe is the retreat of fiends 
And mortals their fad thralls.— Fly while thou mayit. 

JJtL Yes, if my fears will let roe. — But my knees 
Tremble beneath my weight, — around my heart 
A ftrange oppreifion dwells. — I will, in all thbgs, 
SubfniiEve to thy wi(h, confine my lips. 
And thought, and working fancy^. — if my pow'r 
Can thought excuHive rein.— -I'll not ev'n afk, 
Why bloody thus, with pale and haggard look. — ^ 

Rof, Thou haft thy hiifband, and thy life is fpar'd $ 
Be fatisfied ifiih that, and get thee hence. 

AdeL Come then, Aftolpho, let us leave this place.-- 
And try, if we can reach fome calm abode, 
Where happinefs refides ; if here on earth 
She may be founds — or only lives in fongj 
And vifionary fidtion, fram'd by bards, 
Delufive. But 1 may not doubt ; with thee, 
Aftolpho, is her feat. — Ah me, — my heart 
Is fick to death. — The forms of things recede, — 
With floating colours ting'd. — Earth, earth, diifolves 
In fubtle air, and, unfupported, leaves me. \Jtnkmg. 
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AfloL The hand of death is on her. — heav'n refumes 
The precioiw boon, of which I was unworthy. . 

jideL A black abyfs receives me. — My Aftolpho*— 
Where art thou ?— I can hear thy voice, it founds 
Not diftant, but no more I fee thy face, — 
Give me thy hand, — that I, in death, may prefs 
And drain it to an heart, that foon will ceafe 
To beat, — and print my clay cold kiifes on it.r— 
Oh fave me, — ^hold me, — thoufand ugly forms 
Would tear thee from me. — O farewell. [&/. 

jIftoL Gone,- gone, 

Oh what am I become, — burft, burft, ye clouds 

And whelm me in a deluge ! — ; — Curfed woman, \ 

jn all deftrudtive ; thefe are thy fell arts. 

To draw me to thy fnares.— Thy hated life. 

Oh moft pernicious, (hall atone. [drawing bis /word, 

Rof. Strike then, — 
And free my foul from its dctefted prifon. 

jIfloL I cannot ftrike thee, — tho' thou haft deferv'd 
Death at my hand, for thoi^ haft kill'd my foul,-^- 
No, — ^be thy crimes thy punifhment. — Be qurft. 
As thou haft made Aftolpho, drawn, by thee, 
From the coritented peaceful happy ftate 
E?*n faints might envy. [^drcps hisfiuor^, 

Rof. Black, indeed, my crimes,— 
But add not to the catalogue the fate 
Of this unfortunate. — I am a woman 
Wrong'd, fierce, vindictive, — but I do not war 
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With hH iad Inflocence.— *No, htxf*n be vAtat&,^^ 
If I nuy ufe, withotit ijBptet]r» 
That (acred name»<^I know not whencei or hoVj 
This mortal ftroke hath reach'd thee. 



SCENE IX. 



Eater, to them, Ingulphus. 

Ingu!. A farious crowd befet the palace gatef » 
Demanding vengeance for Albinus (lain, — 
Alas for mercy ! — The grim form of death 
Glares fiill before me. 

Rqf. View that lifelefs corfe, 
Thus beautiful in death, — ^'twas Adelaide.-— 
Albinus too, that royal gallant foldier,— 
He is no more, — and I, who Ipeak this moment. 
To chide thy fears, — the next fhall fink for ever 
Silent and pale — and fearft thou for thyfelf ? 
An infedt crawling from the moulder'd vaults 
Of fome dank cloifter ?— Oh, for fhame, for fhame ! 
Thy wretched fand of life hath yet to run 
But fome few hours, and fearft thou for that remnant 
Of poor deipis'd exiftence ? 
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SCENE 



JSi^ftQtbm, Fbraldus wiihguardf and Bonn v s ffifiner* 

Feral. Mighty chief, 
Inyincible in fight, bow art thou fall'o, 
Py bofom fcrpcnts ftuDg !— Arreft that monk. 

[jruarJf/iis&e^ Ingu]phu9*. 
Hence to the dungeon with him^ — there, in chains^ 
To join the hoary colleague of his guilt, 
*Till, by the doom of law, a fliamefd death . 
Shall, on the fcafTold, expiate their crimes. 

[they are led away tpprifon, 
Roufe, good Aftolpho, and prepare thyfelf 
To meet thy fortunes.-«-Know with voice conjoin'd, 
Thy virtues and thy inborn noblenefs 
Demand the fecond place, the foldiers call me 
To fill the vacant throne. 

JftoL Look there, — look there, — 
That corfe, all eloqueijj, (hall anfwer for mc 
A firm denial,— for the hand of death, 
That reft my only Welling, hath ordain'd 
Divorce from earthly things. — To me the world 



37^ 

Nor change of fortune can unfold, nor fhow 

DifPrence of things, but unadult'ratc ill. 

Nor city's wall, nor fmiling haunt of men» 

Nor hallow'd temple, (hall my curfed head 

From this fell moment (heltcr. — Dens of beaits, 

Delv'd in the mountain's fide, (hall be my home :—• 

Accurft be thy revenge I — Accurft thy fex, [/« Rofmunda, 

Since Adelaide is gone ! [^Exii. 

Feral, For thee, tho' chief in guilt, moft wretched woman, 

[to Rofmunda. 
Thy charms and royal lineage, both adorn'd 
With female virtues, ere this fatal hour ; 
Offended juftice flop, in mid career. 
And bid thee live. — Depart the Lombard ftate, 
While yet our powV, from popular aflault, 
Affures thy forfeit life; and with thee bear 
The mem'ry and example of thy crimes- 

Rof. Thou meanft a kindnefs. — I difdain the boon« 
Why do thy minifters of wrath delay ? 
On to die fcaffold. — I ihall deem that ftation 
A prouder exaltation than a throne. 
. Feral' No, live.— And if exiftence be acurfe. 
Endure it for thy crimes, — • — but if a good, 
'Tis to thy beauty and thy forrows giv'n, 
Which ever to the foldier's feeling heart 
Plead with refifUefs organs. — Parly not, 
We muft be bufied in funereal rites 
And nioumful honours, for our parted hero. [Exeunt omne^ 



E P I I- O O U E, 



COLLECTION OF POEMSj 



TWO EPISTLE S,* 
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OFFA AND ETHELBERTj 



OR, THE 



SAXON PRINCES, 



TRAGEDY. 

Tibi Qunc hortante ouncna 
EzcQtieiMia damns przcordia, quantaque noftrae 
Pars tua fit Cornute, anims, tibi dulcis amice 
OftendifTe jnvat. p£R8i»f .' 

TH* cxcurfive mufe, that various walks hath try'ct. 
Now firft efTays to inarch in buikin'd pride. 
To thee, my friend> whofe partial eyes alone. 
Adorn my works, with merit not their own. 
This trifle goes ; — no trifle, could it (peak. 
Where language fails me and all words are weak. 
The love I bear thee in my fecret mind, 
A love, beyond the love of womankind. 
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UochaogM by fortuDei uoallay'd by time. 
Thro' fpace unitedy warm as in our prime. 

Pair'd from th' almighty's hand our fpirits came, 
Inflind with portions of a kindred flame. 
From earlieil being, they were join'd in love. 
Ere yet for fle(h they left the abodes above. 
At our firft meeting, each the other knew, 
Andy miad (o mind, with fiery infHnd flew. 
And, from that moment, in themfelves retire^ 
At friendfhip's fane, to feed the veftal fire. 
Nor light caprices, an unhallow'd train ; 
Nor hateful jealoufies the rites profane, 

Moft friend/hips, like our bodies, rife to day 
Fraught with the principles of their decay ; 
We feed, with vital air and daily food, 
Th* efTential poifon, that our frames include. 
And friendfhips, fo mifcall'd, of vulgar life, 
But hoard materials for the future flrife, 
The confidences, leading to didruft, 
Abd fervices, that make upbraidings jufl. 
Not fuch our friendfhip ; all the worth is thine. 
To feel and venerate that worth, be mine. 
From bafe purfuits thy life was ever clear ; 
No guilty fecrets, for a confcious ear. 
Nor vicious aims that needed bafe allies,) 
Nor mental fores, that fhunn'd difcerning eyes. 
Still, in thy foul, with rev'rent awe I trace. 
Sublime fimplicity's majeftic grace. 
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The path of being, fearleft, thou haft trod, 
Open to man, as to thyfelf and god. 
With cv'ry virtue, chiefly truth, adornM, 
Thine honeft pride has afFeftation fcorn'd i 
Rich and contented in the mental ftore. 
Ne'er fought to make it better feem, or more ; 
For gaudy days, while others prank'd them forth, 
With bbrrow'd wifdom, and afFc(fted worthy 
And forward ignorance, with vain parade. 
And pedlar's art, her little wares difplay'd ; 
And fought, nor fought without fuccefs, to pafs 
Her gilded counters, and her coloured glafs. 
For fterling coin and jewels, on the fry 
That cheaply praife, they know not what, nor why ; 
Thou ne'er waft tempted, from thy ftate to bene), 
Or midft the crowd for dirty palms contend ; 
Thou didft not fwol'n with index learning fit, 
Nor thrid reviews, for pennyworths of wit. 

Something too much of this, in fuppliant ftate 
My Saxon Princes, at thy levee wait. 
To partial love, with critic candor join'd, 
The calm tribunal of thine equal mind. 
Not to th' uncertain fufFrage of the town. 
Do they refer their title to the crown. 
No pow'rs of fidlion can my page difplay ; 
No flights romantic lead the mind aftray ; 



382 

For tnith hiftoric Ka^ the canvat ftretcVd» 

Laid on the priming, and the figures lketch'4 ; 

The bound and limit of the mufe'a Ikill, 

To (hade anM heighten, and each outline fill. 

Oh might her handling, with fuccefsfal art. 

Bid the bold forms come forth, and reach the heart I 

The conflid paint in OSk*t ftormy breaft. 

While various paffiont for the fway conteft ; 

And each, in turn, decided empire gains. 

And now the father, now the tyrant, reigns. 

What female virtue with Elfrida dwells. 

How Anglia's king in youthful grace excels^ 

£v'n thus, in dark monaftic legends Jive ; 

A tale unvarniih'd to the flage I jgive. 

And only boaA, to model what 1 found. 

Add fcene, and dialogue, and meafur'd found. 

Oh might th* attempt fome abler bard ineite^ 
To call our ancient records to the light ! — 
The darkeft ages bright examples bear. 
And themes of power, to wake the virtuous tear 5 
Now to the public loft, as in the mine 
Unpolifh'd gems» till genius bids them (hine. 
Nor need we wonder, for the times refufe 
Her wonted honours, to the tragic mufe. 
The fprings of Hippocrene, that whilom rolFd 
Their fertilizing ftreams o'er faods of gold, 
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Now chill with blight and exhalation danlt^ 
Famine and fcorn fit (hivVing on the bank ; 
To mark their courfe, all lucklefs as they Vinde, 
The harvefts wither, and the flocks are pin'd. 

** And knowing this,'' exclaims thy friendly zeal. 
Ever awake, and anxious for my weal, 
** Why doft thou loiter in th* unwholefome cUme, 
** Exposed to all the maladies of rhyme ? 
** The wafting atrophy thy purfe may find, 
** The palfey'd hopes, the fever of the mind, 
** The giddy frenzy, that abroad will fly 
" On paper wings, to dare the public eye ?— * 
** As follies of the day, youth might excufe 
** Thy pafl: excurfions with the truant mufe ; 
*' But the ftay*d gravity of riper age, 
I ** Difclaims the wildnefs of poetic rage^ 

. *' Art thou not in the folid bands enroll'd, 

I *' Of fapient men, that barter words for gold ? 

I ** Learn then to banifti wit, but often joke, 

** And fill thy head with Nokes, and Coke, and Croke. 
I " With thy profefEon Ut thy ftudies fort, 

« Nor dream of ftyle, beyond a Style's report. 
** And thrive, — or if my counfel comes too late, 
"' And verfe and fcribbling are confirmed thy fate ; 
** Their clofe intrigues as decent wenchers veil, 
** Thine idle dalliance with the mittfe conceal. 
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•* To filenccy gloom, and myftcry, confine, 

** Each ftealthy madrigal, each gracelefs line ; 

•* With ftudied gravity a credit claim, 

•* For folemn fcience, and each graver aini. 

•* One half of mankind by grimace are caught ; 

** And wealth and place by looks and (hrugs are bought^ 

** Such is the freight, when cunning dulnefs boails 

** Her profp'rous venture to the golden coafts j 

" Such commerce we with (Inpid negros hold, 

** And barter flints and beads, for men and gold.'^ 

TShva friendfhip, plaintiff, would the mufe decry. 
Now hear the mufe, defendant, in reply.r- 
*^ So circumfcrib'd our happinefs, 'tis right 
** To feize eitch harmlefs engine of delight. 
** The grove when woodbines, violets, paint the rnead^ 
'* Shall we not fmell diem, as the path we tread ? 
•* When cluft'ring linnets in the hedge-row throngs 
** Shall we not ftop, to liften to their fong ? 
** The keeneft traveler, in his urgent hafte, 
** On foixJe fair profpeft will a moment wafte, 
** And need 1 tell thee, that the mofe hath pow'r 
** To glance a funbeam on the darkling hour ? — 
** She, from the thorny bounds that hedge our way, 
** Sweet as the linnet, charms us with our lay. 
** When drear the patl^ of life before as lies, 
*• Her fairy viCons in perfpc^ive rife* 



*« And happy they, wfiofe ftiftrc hours can ffed- 
** The cheap ufleutitd luxurics^ of mind.'* 

Believe me, friend,. I fcorn to waftc my time-. 
In fcanning fyllables, and tagging rllyme. 
When poetry no Jooger bears a price,i 
The luft of rhyming wt?re a barren vice. 
I know, the fockl' tie rcfiftiefs claims 
My time, my thoughts, my ftudivs, aiidm^ a'uns* 
My graver moments, awful dutTes- (hare*. 
A father's fondnefs, sad a hafliandi^s eare. 
Poetic trifler, not a bard profcft, 
Phoebus with me, i* but a cafual' g«ell. 
No ftation'd refident, as when of oid^, 
Admetus' flocks he fed, and filKd his (M ; 
His vifits bring profperity no^ more, i 

They thin the fold, and d!ifi5pa*e the ilore. 
A foe to ceremony, I refufe 
All vifits, from a coy faflidious mufi ; 
She finds not entraice, if fte come* not loon ;. 
With free-will ofF'ring and unftudied {won* 
Nor claffic furniture my flrelves diSphy, 
Nor guefts my board, to brS^ the mufe's ftay. 
In order rang'd, the fages of the law. 
My ftudy fill, with magtHcrial awe ; 
In bulky corpulence they fcize the eye ; 
And with the writers their prodti^ona vie ^ 
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While many afcrjeant, many a learned lord, 

A kmbring pondVoas band, no place for wits afford. 

Witl:out ennui, I breakfaft, fup, and dine, 
With fuch companions as my ftars affign ; 
Nor call with little Pope, my board to grace, 
•« Chiefs, out of war ; and ftatefmen, out of place ;" 
For chiefs and ftatefmen boaft no charms for me ; 
1 herd with equals, for I will be frec.-^ 
Not, that I vaunl my dignity and eafe. 
For me the things, and not the titles pleafe ; 
While Pope, in ftrains of flattery to himfelf. 
Prates of his freedom, tho" the Qave to pdf ; 
Of eafe and dignity, whofe foul was wrung 
With jealoufy, with groveling envy ftung. — 
Nor titled vanity, nor fops that rhyme, 
Spouters, or critics cheat me of my .time ; 
Nor bafc attendance at a great man's door. 
Nor praifes lavifh'd on the fplcndid poor. 
I covrt not authors, witlings, and tht throng. 
So brilliant, evVy day and all day long ; 
Nor readings haunt, nor coterie of fools, 
Where fage diaators -vent theatric rules.— 
Adulterate converfe, like adult'rate wine. 
My ftomach turns ; I hate the rage^ to Ihine, 
While vanity the rOpe. with folly draw^. 
And fancied genius tumbks for applaufe. 
My lazy mind, for peace and comfort runs. 
To plain good nature's unaffuming fons, 
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To bland afltdion fmiling on the cheek. 

To kindly looks , that more than volumes fpeak. 

And artlefs ijpiritSy that, with candor, dare 

To fpeak, and look, and be the things they are. 

I fly to mirth, from affeftation free, 

From fnip-fnap pert, and fickening repartee. 

In' converfe, not of wit but kindnefs full. 

Without a blufli, I venture to be dull i 

Nor feek to dazzle^ with a vain parade 

Of wit, nor make fociety a trade ; 

And when my defk receives th' imperfedl ftrainsy 

Safe, under lock and key, the bard remains. 

The mufe but fills a corner in my breaft. 

With public duty, private care poiTeft. 

The relaxation, not the employ of life, 

A willing mifbefs, not a wedded wife. 

Few could fuppofe, how fmall a part of timo 

Produc'd my trifles, that appear in rhyme. 

My rapid pen along the paper flies. 

Yet fwifter than I write the meafures rife. 

Oh poor and worthlefs, in ray fight, indeed, 
** The life to come, in every poet's creed." 
Nor yet more precious, have I leam'd to holdf 
The pride of place, or impotence of gold. 
I court not thefe ; but aim, with fteady plan. 
To prove the virtuous citizen and man. 
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A nobler wreathi domeftic Tirtaes yield $ 
Than all the trophiei of the fanguine field. 
Than all the fame a ftatefmao's wiles afford. 
And barren palms of many a fpiendid word. 
The things I write may flourifti or decay. 
Fortune may give, and fortune take away ; 
This objeA adequate, without control. 
Supremely fills, and aduates my fi>uL 
This, only this, may ftand, with fearkfs eye, 
Pond'ring the depths of dark futurity. 
The tender ties, that cifil duties bind ; 
Or nature's hand, hath planted in the mind } 
Sweet in themfelves, without difguife or art. 
Speak home, and inward, to the heart of heart ^ 
The focial habitudes to friendship rife, 
On ufe engrafting mutual charities, 
The filken ties, that foul with foul entwine. 
And never rudely ftrain, yet clofely join* 
Thus, hours on hours, and days on days, I fpend^ 
That fools might ridicule, the good commend. 
And pride herfelf might envy, could (he know 
« Th' expanfive fwectnefs, and the heartfelt glow. 
That evVy feeling, word, and a<a, attend. 
Which fpeaks the parent, or approves the friend* 
My children, in their 'dawn of being fair. 
Awake, endear folicitude and care. 
My roof re-echoes with their gladfome noifc. 
Their charming follies, and their infant joys. 
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As tremulous tbeir nafcent ppw'rs they try^ 
The tear of pleafure fills a father's eye. 
Entraoc'd I gaze, and feel my pnde dilate^ 
yiith faQcy'd pomp of patriarchal ilate ; 
And while I guide their tottering ileps along. 
Explain the language of the unpra<^is'd tongue^ 
Remove their wants, their little woes difpel. 
And teach contentment in their eyes to dwell ; 
Such floods of joy my foften'd foul fubdue^ 
As gold cQuld never buy, nor riot knew. 
From painful effort, and corroding ftiife^ 
Secure, I tread the downhill path of life ; 
Exifting for myfelf, and for my own, 
I wifh to pafs^ untroubled and unkno>yo. 



A N S W B R 



TQ T|CE rOXlGOINQ 



JLOO partial friend, thj fond misjudging lays, 
Tq me unwonted waft the yoice of praife, 
Self-loye resolves the ubiets of my mind. 
Some juft foundation for applaufe to find ; 
In vain revolres, the judgment mvA reprove 
The pious faifehoods of thy blinded love. 
Yet, in that volume, one fair page I trace ; 
I^or time (hall cancel it, nor chance deface ; 
In golden cyphers, grav'd by virtue's hands, 
Th' eternal name of holy friendship ftands. 
Imprudent flatterer, wherefore wafte thy rhymes, 
On proud obfcunty in felfiih times i 
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The bartered praifcs of the vulgar train. 
Demand an interchange of praife or gain ; 
3ttt neither, may the flatterer hope from me ; 
My power To bounded, ^nd my tongue fo fre^ 

Some bafe-bom project, fome infidious plaa, 
Stains the fmooth intercourfe of modem man ; 
Their fmiles a &eer, their praifes are a gibe j 
My foul recoiling loathe the little tribe, 
Their harlot blandifhments, that teem^with gutie« 
The palm expanfive, and the marHiall'd fmiie. 
•When riCng blafts of lucky baftnefs bear. 
The child of fortune to fome lofty fphere, 
With humble geftures, and adoring eyes, 
They trace his diogy progr-efe to the (kieS'i 
Of his fnug mantle, hold the miry tail, 
" Purfue the triumph, and partake the gale." 
Inflated tow'rin^, like an air balloon, 
Th' afpiring bauble rifes on the noon ; 
TJie ruftic, as he gazes, little knows 
What poor materials the vaft bulk compo(e ; 
That flicks and taffeta, how cheap and (light. 
At diftance feem fo folid and fb bright ; 
While, poisonous acid force corrofive joins 
With drofs, and refufe of the bafeft mines, 
How noxious vapour fwells its gilded pride ; 
And how *tis varnifh'd o'er, its emptinefs to hide. 
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With forface polifkM by unwearied aity 
The hard cold fubftance of the ftony heart 
Scorns the foft trace of fympathy to bear, 
Tis fteely intereft makes impreifioD there ; 
No feeling fparks confefs the genial pow'r 
Of gay collifions in the focial hoar ; 
A ftubborn mafs, unconqoer'd) and the fame 
In forrow's menftruuniy and in fiiendihip's flame. 
The mind elated iix'd my fortunes low ; 
I cannot pra£U{e» for I do not know* 
The bold preten(Ions» that a credit raife. 
The trade of thriving, and the craft of praife* 
My lot is humble, for the fates denied 
The pow'r of riCng, when they gave me pride* 
My lot is humble, for with pride they join'd» 
More dangerous inmate ftilly a feeling mind. 

Enough, my mufe, thy felfifh prologue end ; 
My thoughts and rhymes be facred to my friend ; 
Such monitory Urains demand his ear. 
As love may bring, and love will patient hear. 
Yes, friend belov'd, 1 muft the weakncfs chide, 
That bids thee from thy genius wander wide ; 
That holds thee down, a flranger to thyfelf, 
'Midfl humble throngs that bafely bow to pelf. 
Why (hould thy fpirit bend to fafhion's fway. 
Or fordid maxims of the prefent day ? 
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Why dwel) compiaceot on the wafted hours. 
The toils, that mock thy biafs and thy pow'rs ? 
Did nature warm thee with poetic fire» 
To grope with fools, for farthings in the mirei 
For tiiis, the bafliful pride did nature give ? 
For this, the feelings tremblingly alive i 
Improvident and hopelefs, all thine aim. 
To join the poet's and the lawyer's name. 
Decided ft^dies chufe ; no more remain 
Of fame enamour'd, yet the Have of gain ; 
'Twizt god and mammon, a divided thrall ; 
Be all a poet, or a lawyer alL 
With caution chufe, and ftedfaiUy purfue. 
Some fettlf d aim, nor lofe it from thy view ; 
For indecifion, mark of feeble mind, 
Blafbs the bef]: purpofes of Iiumankind. 
Emancipate thy foul from thirft of pelf. 
And dare to think and ftady for thyfelf. 
The mufe's charms fhall more delight afford^ 
Than all the palms of many a fplendid word« 
The ways of men, inftrudive book, perufe. 
And hoard materials for the moral mufc. 
No more let ftudies the proud mind entame. 
Where wealth is dignity, and luck is fame. 

. Thy youth was mounted on ambition's car. 
And whirPd unthinking to the ftormy bar; 
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Where praftice weaves, perplex'd, her thorny maze» 
And captious fctence fnares and fpringes lays. 
While truth and reafon mud forego their pride^ 
And follow precedent, a purblind guide, 
Ah different far to youthful fancy's eye, 
Th' ennobling ftudies in perfpedive lie ! 
Whatever great in human afHon dwells^ 
Whatever noble in refearch excels ; 
The metes and bounds, by moral truth defin'd ; 
Unerring tranfcript of th' eternal mind. 
Primeval there, in pure effulgent light, 
DweU the fair archetypes of good and right ; 
And thofe, that model ftates, and pubii(h laws, 
Transfttfe a beam from that eternal caufe. 
Sublime purfuit, the mind of god to trace. 
Thro' its clear workings in the human race^ 
An awful funflion, to protedt the fource 
Qf human rights, and pour their fteady courfe. 
Alike the palace and the cot to lave. 
And whelm th' oppreflbr, with refifUefs wave ; 
To guard the life of man from anxious fears» 
And, more than life^ difpenfe what life endears ; 
To quell proud wrong, to hufh the widow*s cries ; 
And fill with joy the orphan's little eyes. 

In (peculation, fuch the lawyer's tafk. 
But, pra^ice foon removes th' illuGve mafk. 
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Then, keen dexterity muft come in aid. 

And what Ihe finds a Icience,- make a trade* 

Th' impofing gravity, the bold pretence, 

The pantomime, that holds the place of fenfe, 

Her progrefs fmooth ; and fometimes, too, the treaf 

While lawyers fatten, as th^ir clients eat. 

The brighteft genius, in the legal field. 

The palm of merit and of praife fhall yield,. 

To the flow pack-horfe, and th' enduring afs. 

With nerves of cable, and with front of brafs. 

Or fiercer they, whofe roaring charms the crowd. 

In error bold, and mipudently loud. 

With low'ring brows, and well difTembled wrath. 

To fame and riches find a ready path ; 

Imbibe each pafTion, that the clients feel. 

And heart and hand alike for outrage iibeel ; 

Defpife the bloodlefs palm, the wordy ftrife. 

And Aake, for paltry fees, a worthlefs life. 

Yet many a noble mind the bar difplays. 
Where genius, tafte, and fcience blend their rays ; 
Full many a mind, that, caft in roman times. 
Had fill'd th' hiftorian's page, the poet's rhymes ; 
See wifdom, wit, and eloquence combined. 
And lib'ral worth with manly firmnefs join'd ; 
Untainted they, in Themis' crowded fchools, 
^jnidft the buzzing fwarm of knaves and fools ; 
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'Midft Tile proftrations of the fordid traia» 
That deify the golden calf of gain ; 
Some of the train I love, and iboie rerere ; 
My foul has hoarded many a friendship there* 

Awake^ my friend, th' aonian virgins hear ^ 
Harky hark, they call thee to their tuneful fphere ^ 
There, let th' opprefl and fainting foul refpire. 
And draughts imbibe of pure etherial fire. 
The fmoak of this dim fpot, th* unhallow'd toil 
Th' imbruted fpirit cloud with earthly foil ; 
But foon the mufes, in their purefl fpriogs^ 
Shajl purge thy thoughts from bafe fublunar things. 
Terreftrial fetters burft, thy plumes diijplay» 
And foar to regions of eternal day. 

Write for thyfelf, and for the rifing age ; 
Defpife the plaudits of the modern ftage : 
For gothic managers the mufes chace. 
Grimace, and farce, and pageant, fill their place. 
No more, the mufes to the drama bear 
Reforming laughter, and the virtuous tear ; 
No more, the follies of the day control, 
The pallions purge, and purify the foul. 
All ferious feelings have become a pain, 
And laughter, with her light fantailic train. 
Transfers their place to topics of an hour. 
That fpring and fade round difEpation's bowV, 
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The mufhroom jokes, a capital affords; 
The vapid humour of colloquial words^ 
The trandtory cant of Tulgaf life. 
And mirth with reafbn evermore at ftrife. 
Hard to defcry, and harder fUll to hit. 
The thin fugacious forms of local wit. 

Defpife th' example of the worthlefs throngs 
That tune, for paltry gain, an abje^ fong ; 
This hour, the panders of degraded tafte. 
The next, in flavefy fold, to fnuff and pafte. 
Woo not the mufes, as a means to thrive ; 
Thou doft not live to write, or write to live. 
From light frivolity, and vain expence, 
Retir'd, in plain and frugal competence, 
Thou doft not ape thy wealthy neighbour's ftate, 
Thy template wifh is bounded by thy fate. 
To virtue's caufe devote the moral ftraio ; 
Give wholefome leffons, to the young and vain ; 
Warn the light foot with cautious pace to tread. 
Where flow'rs and verdure deck the fmiling mead j 
The wide-fpread fnares, the lurking adders fhow. 
The pit-falls fathomlefs, that yawn below ; 
What fell volcanos mine the treacherous ground, 
Where rofes bloom, and cluft'ring grapes abound. 

The brighteft eyes for thee fhall drop a tear. 
The faireft hands ftrew cyprefs on thy bier, 
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In othet times ; but from the prefent days. 
Thou mayft not hope for profit or for praile* 
Did all thy numbers breathe an Homer's flame. 
The living poet may defpair of fame. 
£▼'0 in th' auguftan age, and happier climes. 
Scorn and profcription would purfue thy rhymes. 
But here— -what hands bedow the verdant meed ? 
How few the judged, 'mongd the few that read ? 
Our fpirits are provincial, like our land. 
And all our notions are at fecond hand. 
'To clothe our minds and bodies we import 
The worn-out faihions of a foreign court. 
The public judgment fcarcely walks alone. 
Knows not its ftrength, nor dares to ufe its owti. 

As when, to thofe, who long in darknefsr moora'd^ 
The leech's (kilful hand has light return'd ; 
Surrounding obje<5ls teem with wild affright, 
Promifcuous burftiog on the timid fight ; 
The dazzled eyes bewilder'd range in fpace. 
Nor meafure diftance, nor diftinguifh place. 
The limbs unfinew'd, from their tafks retire, 
DiHruft themfelves, and dill a guide require, 
lerne long, in flavifli gloom, opprcft, 
Rclax'd, and palfy'd, with unhappy reft, 
In pow'r of others, never of her own. 
Her place forgotten, and her ftrength unknown. 
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In blindnefs led, in ignorance confinM, 
Was, like the Danite, doom'd in chains to grind ; 
Reftor'd, at length, to freedom's dazzling noon, 
She fcarcely can enjoy the precious boon. 
Awakes her dormant pow'rs, with lingering fear, 
And dark with light, furrounding things appear. 
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